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| Behold and liſten, while the fair 
Breaks in feet ſounds the willing air; 
. And wwith her own breath fans the fire 
Which her bright eyes do firft inſpire : 
What reaſon can that love contreul 
Which more than one way courts the fouÞ'? 
E. WaALLE k. 


The TENTH ED1T10N, 
Being the Compleateſt and moſt Correct 
of any yet publiſhed 
By ALLAN RAM S Ax. 

e 
LOND 0 Ne. 1 
| Frinted for A. MiLLar, at Buchanan's Head, over- 

againſt St. Clement's Church, in the Strand And 


fold by him, and by J. Hopces, at the Lookings 
Glaſs, on London-Bridge. M. DCC. xL. | 
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DEDICATION. 


3 To ilka lovely BRITISH Loſs, 


Frae Ladies Charlotte, Anne and ſean, 
3 Down to ilk bonny ſinging Beſs, 
| Wha dances barefoot on the Green. 
Dear LassEs, 
\ OUR moſt humble flave, 
Whane'er to ſerve you ſhall decline, 
Kneeling, wad your acceptance crave, | 
When he preſents this {ma” propine. 
Then take it kindly to your care, 


Revive it with your tunefu' notes: 
Its beauties will look ſweet and fair, 
Ariſing ſaftly through your throats: 
A 4 - The 


V1 DEDICATION, 
The wanton wee thing will rejoice, 

When tented by a ſparkling eye, 
The ſpinnet tinkling with her voice, 
It lying on her lovely knee. 


While kettles dringe on ingles dour, 
Or claſhes ſtay che lazy. laſs; 

Thir fangs may ward you frae the ſowr, 
And gayly vacant minutes pals, 


E'en while the tea's fill'd reeking round, 
Rather than plot a tender tongue, 

Treat a' the circling lugs wi' ſound, 
Syne ſafely ſip when ye have ſung. 


May happineſs had up your hearts, 


May powers propitious play hates parts, 
In matching you to your deſires. 


 EpinBuURGH, 
January 1, 1724. 


A. Ramsay. 


And warm you lang with loving fires: 
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SE LTHO it be acknowledged, that 
our Scots tunes have not length- 
Mo ened variety of muſick, yet they 
Uſe) cove an agreeable gaiety and na- 
e tual ſweetneſs, that make them 
acceptable wherever they are known, not 0n.y 
among ourſelves, but in other countries. They 
= are for the moſt part ſo chearful, that on Bear- 
ing them well playd or ſung, we find a difſi- 
culty to keep ourſelves from dancing. What 
furiber adds to the efteem we bave for them, 
is, their antiquity, and their being univerſally 
known, Mankind*s love for novelty would 
| appear to contradift this reaſon ;, but will not, 
deen we conſider, that fer one that can tole- 
7 rably entertain with vocal or inſtrumental mu- 
ſick, there are fifty that content themſelves with 
the pleaſure of hearing, and ſinging without 
the trouble of being taught : Now, ſuch are 
not judges of the fine flouriſhes of new muſicł 
imported from Italy and elſecobere, yet will 
A. 4; liſten 
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Men with pleaſure to tunes that they know, and 


can join with in the chorus. Say that our way 
is only an harmonious ſpeaking of merry, witty, 


or ſoft thoughts, after the poet has dreſs'd 


them in feur or frve ſtanzas; yet undoubtedly 
theſe muſt reliſh beſt with people, who have 
not beſtowed much of their time in acquiring 
a taſte for that downright perfect mufick, 
which requires none, or very little of the poers 


afſitance. 


MY being elf aſſured, how acceptable new 


Werds to known good tunes would prove, en- 
gaged me 10 the making verſes for above ſixty 
of them, in this and ite ſecond volume : about 
thirty more were done by ſome ingenious yaung 
gentlemen, who were ſo well pleaſed with my 
undertaking, that they generouſly lent me their 
eljiftance; and to them the lovers of ſenſe and 
anufick are obliged for ſome of the beſt ſongs in 


the collection. The reſt are ſuch old verſes as. 


have been done time out of mind, and only want- 
ed to be cleared from the droſs of blundering 
tranſcribers and printers z ſuch as, The Ga- 
berlunzie-man, Muirland Willy, &c. ha! 
claim their place in our collettion, for their 
Merry images of the law character. 


THIS tenth edition in a few years, and 
the general demand for the book by perſons of 
all ranks, wherever our language is underſtood, 
15 4 ſure e evidence of its being acceptable. My 
worthy 
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PHEEFACE 
worthy friend Dr. Bannerman tells me From 
America, 


Nor only do your lays o'er Britain flow, 
Round all the globe your happy ſonnets go 5. 
Here thy ſoft verſe, made to a Scottiſb air, 
Are often ſung by our Virginian fair. 
Camilla's warbling notes are heard no more 
But yield to Laſt. time I came ver the moor 3 
H Hidaſpes and Rinaldo both give way 

To Marys 225 Taweed-fide, and Mary Gray. 


F RO bY, this and the follo wing volume, 
Mr. Thomſon ( who 1s allowed by all, to be 
a good teacher and finger of Scots Songs) cullꝰd 
his Orpheus Caledonius, he miyfick for both 
the voice and fiute, and the words of the ſongs 
finely engraven in a folio book, fer the uſe ff 
perſons of the higheſt quality in Britain, and 
dedicated to the late Queen. This, by the 
by, IJ. thought proper 10 7 inlimate, and do my 
ſelf that juſtice which the publiſher neglectied; 


| ince he ought to have acquainted his illuſtrious 


liſt of ſurfcribers, that the moſt of the Heng were 
mine, the muſick abſtracted. 


IN my compoſitions and colleiTions, I have 


kept out all ſmut and ribaldry, that the modeſt 


voice end ear of the fair finger might meet 


with no affront ;, the chief bent of all my Hu- 


dies being, to gain their good graces : and it 
all always be my care, to ward eff theſe 
| frowns that world prove mortal 19 my muſe. 


A 5 | Noro, 


PREFACE. 


Now, little books, go your ways; be aſſured 
of favourable reception wherever the ſun ſhines 
on the free-born chearful Briton ; flea! your 7 
ſelves into ihe ladies boſoms. Happy volumes! 7} 
you are to live too as long as the ſong of Ho- 
mer in Greek and Engliſh, and mix your aſhes 
only <vith the odes of Horace. IWere it but my 2 
Fate, when old and rufted, like you to be again 
reprinted, wha! a curious figure would 1 appear 
on the utmoſt limits of time, after a thouſand 
editions? Happy volumes] you are ſecure, but 
1 muſt yield; pleaſe the lads es, and take cure 
of my fame. 


In Hopes of this, fearleſs of coming age, 
Lil fmile thro li ife ; and auben for rhime renown , 
Li calmly quit the farce and giad; ſtage, 


And ſteep bentatb a flow'ry tarf full found. 
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Beginning with the Firſt Letter of every Song. 


The Son Gs mark'd C, D, H, IL, M, O, &c. are new 
Wards by different Hands ; X, the Authors unknown 3 
Z, old Songs; Q, old Songs with Additions. 


A. 


A lovely laſs to a friar came 
Ah, Cris, cou'd I now but ſit 
As from a rock paſt all relief 
Auld Rob Morris that wins in yon glen 
As Sylvia in a foreſt lay 
And I'il o'er the moor to Maggy 
At Polrvart on the green 
As walking forth to view the plain 
Ah! why thoie tears in Nelhh's eves 
Ah! the ſhepherd's mournful fate 
As I went forth to view the fpring 
Adieu for a while my native green plains 
An I'll away to bonny Teveed fide 
As early 1 waile'd on the firſt of ſweet May 
Altho' I be but a country laſs 
As I fat at my ſpinning wheel 
Adieu the pleaſant ſports and plays 
A 6 


H, CH loe, thou treaſure, thou joy, Sc. 34 
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A ſouth 


174 


11 F MN DO 6 
A ſonthland Jeunr that was right bonny 
As I came in by 7. o: ſide | 
A cock laird fu cadgie 
At ſetting day and rifing morn 
A nymph of the plain 
All in the Dans the fleet was moor'd 
Ah! bright Belinda, hither fly 
Alexis ſhuna'd bis fellow ſwains 
A quire of bright beauties 
As charming Clara walk'd alone 
Amonglt the willows on the graſs 
A trifling ſong ye ſhall' hear 
As the ſnow in valleys lying 
Awake, thou faireſt thing in nature 
Away you rover : 

A ſour reformation 

As muſing I rang'd in a meadow alone 
All you that wou'd refine your blood 
As down in the meadows I chanced to paſs 
A cobler there was, and he liv'd in a fall 
As I am a friend 

Ah! woes me, poor Ill; ery'd 

As tippling John was jogging on. 

As after noon, on ſummer's day 

Alexis, how artleſs a lover 

A maid 1s like the golden oar 

A fox may teal your hens, fir 

As Dolly was milking of the cows 

A woman's ware like chma 

Aſſiſt your vot'ry, friendly nine 
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B. 


By a murmuring ftream a fair ſhepherdeſs la 
Blate Jenny faintly teld fair Fear his mind 
Bright Cyalbia's power divinely great 

By ſmocth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining 
Beneath a beech's grateful ſhade 

By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth 
Beneath a green ſhade I fand a fair maid 


FM EE @4 


Bes beauties ſhine ſae bright 

Bleit as the immortal gods 1s he 

Beauty from fancy takes its arms 

Balow, my boy, ly ſtill and ſleep 

Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bride 

Blyth Fockz young and gay 

Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride 


Be wary, my Celia, when Celadon ſues 


Bleſt as th' immortal gods is he 
Bacchus is a power divine 

Belinda with affected mein | 

By the ſide of a great kitchen fire 
Bacchus muſt now his power reſign 
Blyth, blyth, blygh was ſhe 

By maſon's art the aſpiring dome 
Believe my ſighs, my tears, my dear 


| ba 


Come let's ha'e mair wine in 

Celeſtial muſes, tune your lyres 

Come fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys 
Confeſs thy love, fair bluſhing maid 
Come Florinda, lovely charmer 
Come here's to the nymph that I love 
Cauld be the rebels caſt 

Celia, let not pride undo you 

Cupid, god of pleaſing anguiſh 
Celia, too late you wou'd repent 
Cupid, eaſe a love ſick maid 


Come, neighbours, now we've made our hay 
Come, carles a' of fumblers ha? | 


Come let us prepare 


Cuſtom prevailing ſo 8 mongſt the great 


Cynthia frowns whene'er I woo her 
Come, love, let's walk by yonder ſpring 
Care away, gae thou frac me 
Come, lads, ne'er plague your heads 

Can love be controuPd by advice 

Celia now my heart hath broke 
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D. 


Dumbarton's drums beat bonny — O 
Dear Roger, if your Jenny geck 

Duty and part of reaſon 1 
Deſpairing beſide a clear ſtream 

Do not ask me, charming PHillit 
Diogenes ſurly and proud 

Damon, if you will believe me 

Did ever ſwain a nymph adore 
Daphnis ſtood penſive in the ſhade 
Dear Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure 
Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes 


. 


F. 
Fy let us a' to the bridal 
Farewell to Lochaber, and farewell, my Jean 
For the ſake of ſomebody | 
Fair, ſweet and young, receive a prize 
Fair ris and her ſwain 
Fie-! Liza, ſcorn the little arts 
Farewell, my bonny, witty, pretty Maggy 


From roſy bowers, where ſleeps the god of love 
From grave leſſons and reſtraint - | 


Fair Amoret is gone aſtray 

From White's and Wilrs 

Flutt'ring ſpread thy purple pinions 
Falſe tho' ſhe be to me and love 


5 G. 
Gin ye meet a bonny laſſie 
Gi'e me a laſs with a lump of land 

Go, go, go, go falſeſt of thy ſex begone 
Gently touch the warbling lyre 

Gently ſtir and blow the fire 

Good madam, when ladies are willing 


Good people, draw near 
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H. 
How ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green 
Hear me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain 
Hearken, and I will tell you how 
How blyth ilk morn was I to ſce 


_ Happy's the love which meets return 


Have you any pots or pans 

Honeſt man John Ochiltree 

How happy is the rural clown 

How ſhall I be ſad when a husband I hae 
Hid from himſelf now by the dawn 

Here are people and ſports 
How happy are we 


Here's a health to the king, and a laſting peace 


He that will not merry merry be 

Hark how the trumpet ſounds to battle 
He, who for ever 

How happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs 
How bleſt are beggar-lailes 

Having ſpent all my time 

How pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes 
Happy the world - in that bleſt age 
Hark ! away, 'tis the merry ton'd horn 
How happy are we 

Hey ! my kitten, a kitten 


2 


| Is Hamilla then my own 


In vain, fond youth, thy tears give o'er 


In April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain 


] will awa' wi' my love 
Focky ſaid to Fenny, Feany, wilt thou do't 


In winter when the rain rain'd cauld 


It was the charming month of May 


If love's a ſweet paſſion why does it torment 
In January laſt | 
J toſs and tumble thro' the night 


I have a green purſe and a wee pickle gowd 
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Focky met with Ferry fair 

*Focky fou, Feunuy fain 

I was anes a well tocher'd laſs 

I yield, dear laſſie, you have won. 
Pil range around the ſhady bowers 
In this grove my Strepbhos walkt 
Jolly mortals, fill your glaſſes 

Fil fail upon the dog-ftar 

If ſhe be not kind as fair 

In ſpite of love at length I've found 
It was in and about the Martinmas time 
I thank thee, my friend 


I have been in love, and in debt, and in drink 


I once was a poet at London 

If heaven, its bleſſings to augment 

In yonder town there wons a May 

Vit ſing you a ditty, and wazrant it true 

I had a heart, that now does heartleſs gae 


In ancient times, in Brizain's iſle 


If Phillis denies me relief 

If love the virgin's heart invade 
If you at an office ſollicit your due 
I hate the coward tribes 

In pimps and politicians 

I am a poor maiden forſalcen 


Kindly, Kindly, thus my treaſure 


L. 


Let's be jovial, fillour glaſſe 

Look where my dear Hamilla ſmiles 
Leave kindred and friends, ſweet Betty 
Laſſie, lend me your braw hemp heckle 
Love's goddeſs in a myrtle grove 

Love never more ſhall give me pain 
Late in an evening forth I went 

Let meaner beauties ufe their art 


Laſt Sunday at St. Janes s pray'rs 


209 


Love, 
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374 
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love, thou art the beſt of human joys 242 

* Let ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe 250 
Leave off your fooliſh prating 2 5 253 
Leander on the bay _ ; — =;$419 
Little ſyrene of the ſtage 375 
Let's drink, my friends, while here we Iive 413 
Let us drink and be merry, dance joke and rejoice 424 
7 Let matters of ſtate 433 


M. | 

My Focky blyth for what thou has done 59 
My mither's ay gloran o'er me 62 
My fweetelit May, let love incline thee 70 

My dear and only love, I pray 102 
March, march >. 
My Patie is a lover gay 134 
My Feany and I have toil'd | 156 
My ſoger laddie 195 
My Peggy is a young thing 198 
My days have been ſo wond'rous free 229 
Maiden freſh as a roſe 240 
My friend and I | 248 
My Cube, why do ye ſlight me 271 
My dear miſtreſs has a heart 296 
May the ambitious ever ſind 300 
My goddeſs Iydia, heavenly fair 302 
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1 My deareſt maid, ſince you deſire 375 
Vi an may eſcape from rope and gun 420 
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My love was fickle once and changing 448 


N. 


Nanſy to the green wood gane 19 
Now wat ye wha I met yeſtreen G1 
Now the ſun's gane out o' fight 73 
Now Phebus advances on high 92 
Now ſpring begins her ſmiling round 146 
Now all thy virgin-ſweets are mine 173 
Now from ruſticity, and love 205 
Now God be wi old Symon 433 
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O lovely maid ! how dear's thy pow'r 
O Bell, thy looks have kill'd my heart 
O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelh to mourn 
O Be Bell and Mary Gray | 
Of race divine thou needs muſt be 

O Mary, thy graces and glances 

O ſteer her up and had her gawn 

O mither dear, I gin to fear | 

Of all the birds whoſe tuneful throats 
One day I heard Mary ſaßx 

O come away, come away 

O had away, had away 

O wha's that at my chamber door 
Over the mountains | 

O waly, waly up the bank 

O virgin kind ! we canna tell 
O Feany, Feany, where has thou bee 
O dear Peggy, love's beguiling 

Of all the girls that are fo ſmart 

Oh love ! if a god thou wilt be 

On a bank beſide a willow | 
Oh lead me to ſome peaceful gloom 
Oh lead me to ſome peaceful room 

Of all comforts I miſcarried 

Oh! the charming month of May 

One evening as I lay 

One long Whit/an holy-day 

One April morn, when from the ſea 
O ſurpribng lovely fair 

On a bank of flowers 

Oh! happy, happy grove 

On Ezrick banks, in a ſummer's night 
O my heart! my heavy, heavy heart 
O grant me, kind Bacchus | 
Of Leifter, fam'd for maidens fair, 
One Sunday after maſs 

Of all the torment, all the care 


IND EX 


Of all the girls in our town 


Our Polly is a ſad ſlut! nor heeds what we taught her 
Our ſelves, like the great, to ſecure a retreat 
Old Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles 


On Whitſunday morning 
Of all the trades from eaſt to welt 


P. 


Pain'd with her ſlighting Famie's love 


Peggy, now the king's come 

Pious Selinda goes to prayers 

Pray now, John, let Jug prevail 
Pretty parrot ſay, when I was away 
Phillis the faireſt of love's foes 
Prithee, Su/an, what doſt mule on 


Prithee, Billy, bent ſo filly 
Proud woman, I ſcorn you | 


Phillis deſpiſe not your faithful lover 
Pure as the new-fallen ſnow appears 


Return hameward, my heart again 


Rob's Fock came to woo our Ferry 
Remember, Damon, you did tell 


8. 
Subjected to the power of love 


Should auld acquaintance be forgot 


Sweet ſir, for your courteſie 

Swift, Sandy, Young, and Gay 
Somnolente 

Since all thy vows, falſe maid 
Sandy in Edinburgh was born 

Saw ye Jenny Nettles 

Sound, ſound the muſick, ſound it 
Speak on, 
Stately ſtept he eaſt the wa 


Send home my long ſtray'd eyes to me 


Sweet are the charms of her I love 


ſpeak thus, and ſtill my grief 
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Saw ye the nymph whom I adore 


XX „„ 


Stella and Flavia every hour 
See, ſec, ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes 


See, ſee, my Seraphina comes 259 
Since times are ſo bad I muſt tell thee, ſweet-heart 261 
269 
282 
285 


See, ſirs, ſee here! a doctor rare 
Selinda ſure's the brighteſt thing 

Some {ay women are like the ſea 
Since we die by the help of good wine 
Shall I, waſting in deſpair 

So much I love thee, O my treaſure ! 
Singing charms the bleſt above 

Since drinking has power to bring us relief 
Sweet Ne/ly, my heart's delight 

Since laws were made for ev'ry degree 
Sum up all the delights 


5 


Tho' beauty like the roſe 

Teach me, Chloe, how to prove 

Tis I have ſeven braw new gowns 
The meal was dear ſhort ſyne 

Tell me, Hamilla, tell me why 

'Tell me, tell me, charming creature 
Twas ſummer, and the day was fair, 
The laſt time I come o'er the moor 


The laſs of Peazy's mill 


Tho? for ſeven years and mair honour, Cc. 
Tibby has a ſtore of charms 

The pawky auld carle came o'er the lee 
The lawland lads think they are fine 
The collier has a daughter 

'This 1s not mine ain houſe 

The maltman comes on Munday 

There was a wife won'd in a glen 

The ſhepherd Adanis 

The carle he came o'er the croft 

The night her {ſilent ſable wore | 
Twas at the fearful midnight hour 
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The ſun was ſank beneath the hill 
The morn was fair ſaft was the air 


The widow can bake, and the widow can brew 
The lawland maids gang trig and fine 

is not your beauty, nor your wit 

The yellow hair'd laddie ſat down on you brae 
Thus let us ſtudy night and day 

The dorty will repent 

The laird who in riches and honour 

The bonny grey eyed mg begins to peep 
Len years, like Troy, my ſtub 


orn heart 
'Twas when the ſeas were roaring 
The ordinance a-board 


FTho' cruel you ſeem to my pain 


Tranſported with pleaſure 


Tphe ſages of old 


'The ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring 


= There came a ghoſt to Marg'ret's door 
| *Twas at the ſhining mid-day hour 


There was anes a May, and ſhe loo'd na men 
The graces and the wandring loves 


| Tarry woo, tarry woo 


The terrible law when its faſtens its paw 

The play of love is now begun 

To Fanny fair could I impart 

The nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind 
The ſweet roſy morn peeps over the hills | 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill 

Thirfis a young and am'rous ſwain 

There gowans are gay, my joy 

Thro' all the employments of life 

Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind 

The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees 

The gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike 
The firſt time at the looking-glaſs 

Thus gameſters united in friendſhip are found 
The modes of the court ſo common are grown 
The gypſies came to our good lord's gate 

The world is always jarring . 


XX11 #-N U X 
"Tis wine that clears the underſtanding 


There were three lads in our town 
The manners of the great affect 


U. 


Upon a fair morning for ſoit recreation 
Upbraid me not, capricious fair 


W 


What beauties does Flare diſcloſe 

When we meet again, Pheh 

When flowry meadows deck the year 

Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow 

While fops in ſaft Italian verſe 

When we came to London town 

When innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown 
While ſome for plcaſure pawn their health 
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When trees did bud, and fields were green 
What means this niceneſs now of late 
| With broken words, and down-caft eyes 7 
4 Where wad bonny Anne ly | 80 
1 Will ye go to the ew-bughts, Marion 81 
I | What numbers ſhall the muſe repeat 86 
15 When I think on my lad 93. 
lf When abſent from the nymph I love 
J. With tuneful pipe and hearty glee 
1 When ſummer comes the ſwains on Taveed 
3 Flly, ne'er enquire what end 
. When Tue a ſaxpence under my thumb 
ü 0 When beauty blazes heavenly bright 
5 While our flocks are a feeding 
j : When Phebus bright the azure skies 
J Willy was a wanton wa | 
When firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill 
6 Were I aſſur'd you'll conſtant prove 
'F Well I agree, you're ſure of me 
A When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair 


Whilſt I tondly view the charmer 
Whilſt I gaze on Chloe trembling 


F-N: DE X ani 
Would you have a young virgin of fifteen years 237 
Why ſo pale and wan, fond lover 248 
We'll drink, and we'll never. have done, boys 253 
While the lover is thinking 253 
Where oxen do low 263 
When Chloe we ply 278 
Wou'd you chuſe a wife 286 
Why ſhou'd a fooliſh marriage vow 295 
When lovely Phillis thou art kind 298 
Why we love, and why we hate 303 
When bright Aurelia tript the plain 308 
While filently I lov'd, nor dar'd 312 
We all to conquering beauty bow 314. 
Willys rare, and Willys fair 321 
When betimes on the morn to the fields we repair 330 
When the bright God of day 335 
Whilſt I alone your ſoul poſſeſt 338 
When I was a young lad 357 
When my locks are grown hoary 360 
When thy beauty appears 370 
Would fate to me Belinda give 391 
When Delia on the plain appears 396 
What tho' they call me country laſs 402 
Whoe'er beholds my Helen's face 409 
Why will Flerella, when I gaze 4157 
Were I laid on Greenland's coaſt 419 
When you cenſure the age 421 
What gudgeons are we men 422 
What woman cou'd do, I have try'd to be free 432 
When gay Ph1i/ander fell a prize an 
With ev'ry grace young Stripbon choſe 439 
We have no idle pratting 443 
| = V' f 
Virgins are like the fair flower in its luſtre 418 
Virgins, if cer at laſt it prove | 431 
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Ye powers ! was Damon then ſo bleſt 19 - 
Ye God's! was Strephon's picture bleſt i: 0 
Ye gales that gently wave the ſea | 18 6 
Ve watchful guardians of the fair 41 
Ye ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain 47 
Young Philander woo'd me lang | 189 
Ye blytheſt lads and laſſes gay 193 iff 
Young Corydon and Phillis . | 258 
Ve beaux of pleaſure 274 | 
Yes I could love, if I cou'd find 287 
You may Ceaſe to complain 288 
Ye virgin powers, defend my heart 295 
You that love mirth, attend to my ſong 299 
Yes, all the world will ſure agree 301 
Ve highlands and ye lawlands 356 
Young Roger came tapping | 370 
Young Roger of the mill 379 
Young virgins love pleaſure 400 
| You meaner beauties of the night 05993" = "aq 
bl Ye nymphs and ſilvan gods 411 
Vouth's the ſeaſon ane for Joys 420 4 
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She doughtna let her lover mourn, 


. & 2 


Huey CHRISTY. 


OW ſweetly ſmells the fimmer green! 
Sweet taſte the peach and cherry 3 

Painting and order pleaſe our een, 
And claret makes us merry : 


But fineſt colours, fruits and flowers, 
And wine, tho” I be thirſty, 


Loſs a' their charms and weaker powers, 


Compar'd with thoſe of Chr. 


When wand'ring over the flow ry park, 


No nat'ral beauty wanting, 
How lightſome is't to hear the lark, 
And birds in conſort chanting ? 
But if my Chriſty tunes her voice, 
I'm rapt in admiration ; 
My thoughts with extaſies rejoice, 
And drap the hale creation. 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly — 
I take the happy omen, 

And aften mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman: 

But, dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother 3; 

With ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 
For fear ſhe love another. 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 
His Chri/ly did o'er-hear him ; 

But e'er he wiſt drew near him. 

Vor, I. B 


3 by 
| 


(2) 
- She ſpake her favour with a look, 
Which left nae room to doubt her; ; 
He wiſely this white minute took, 7 
k And 1 8 his arms about her. 8 


My Thrifty . benny fiream E 
Sic joys frae tears ariſing, 

I wiſh this may na be a dream; 
O love the maiſt ſurpriſing ! 

Time yas too precious now for tauk ; | gag a 
This point of a his wiſhes | 

He wadna, with ſet ſpeeches bauk, ” 
But war'd. it a' on kiſſes. | 


— — 


We Buſh aboon 'TRAQUAIR, 


E AR me, ye nymphs, and every fat, 
Pl tell how Peggy gneves me, 
Tho? thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
My vows and ſighs, like ſilent air, 
Unheeded never move her; 


| At the bonny buſh aboon Traqueir, 


*'T was there I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 


I thought myſelf the luckieſt wary l 


So ſweetly there to find her. 


I try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 


In words that I thought tender ; 


If more there paſs'd, Pm not to blame, 


I meant not to offend, her. n= 405 


Vet now-ſhe ſcornful flees the plain, 
The fields we then frequented ; 

If Cer we meet ſhe ſhews Hae the 

She looks as ne'er acquainted. 


T he 


* 


(3). 

The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, | 
Its ſweets Pl] ay remember | 
But now her frowns make it decay, * 

It fades as in December. 


ve rural powers, who hear my Grains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me ? 
Oh ! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 
If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
| My paſſion no more tender, 
Il leave the buſh aboon Traquazr, 
To lonely wilds III wander. | 


—_—_ 4 r te n ** 
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To the Ti une of, Polwarth on the Green. 1 


H o beauty, like the roſe 
That {miles on Pokwarth green, 
* various colours ſhows, | 
As *tis. by fancy ſeen : : 

Yet all its different glories Iy | 

United in thy face, 
And vertue, like the ſun on high, 
Gives rays to ev'ry grace. 


80 charming i is her air, 
So ſmooth, ſo calm her mind, : 
That to ſome angel's care 
Each motion ſeems aflign'd : 
But yet ſo chearful, ſprightly, gay, 
The joyful moments fly, 
As if for wings they ſtole the ray 
She darteth from her eye. 


Kind am'rous Czpids, while 
With tuneful voice ſhe ſings, 
Perfume her breath and ſmile, e 
And wave their balmy wings : 
B 2 


| (4) 
But as the tender bluſhes riſe, 
Soft innocence doth warm, 


The ſoul in bliſsful extaſies 55 | 
Diſſolveth in the charm. D. 


* 


3 


; TVWEED-SIDE. 

HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe? _ 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed ? 
3 Yet Mary's ſtill fweeter than thoſe 3 a 
| Both nature and fancy exceed. 

3 Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 

Not all the gay flowers of the field, 


| Not Twveed gliding gently thro' thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


i. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, - 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The black- bird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſick enchant ev'ry buſh. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 
Do they never careleſly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lyes aſleep ? 
Taweed's murmurs thould lull her to reſt ; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs. 


*Tis me does the virgins excell, 

No beauty with her may compare ; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, 
She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair. 5 

g bw. 
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| Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray 7 


Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed ; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the Teveed ? 


4 * 
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To the Tune of, Woe's my heart that wwe ſhould ander. 


1 S Hamilla then my own ? 


O! the dear, the charming treaſure + 


Fortune now in vain ſhall frown ; 
All my future life 1s pleaſure. 


See how rich with youthful grace, 
Beauty warms her ev'ry feature; 
Smiling heaven is in her face, 

All is gay, and all is nature. 


See what mingling charms ariſe, 
Roſy ſmiles, and kind..ng bluſhes 3; 
Love fits laughing in her eyes, 
And betrays her ſecret wiſhes.- - 


Haſte then from th' Idalian grove, 
Infant ſmiles,” and ſports, and graces 3 

Spread the downy couch for love, 
Aud lull us in your ſweet embraces. 


Softeſt raptures, pure from noiſe, 
This fair happy night ſurround-us ; 
While a thouſand ſp'ritly: joys 
Silent flutter all around us. 


Thus unſowr'd with care or ſtrife, 
Heaven till guard this deareſt bleſſing 
While we tread the path of life, 
Loving ſtill, and ſtill poſſeſſing. 
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E T's be Jovial, fill our glaſſes, 
Madneſs *tis for us to think, 
How the warld is ruPd by afles, 
And the wiſe are ſway'd by chink. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 


Then never let vain cares oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a ſnare ; 
We're ev'ry one as rich as Cre&/us, 
While our bottle drowns our care. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 


Wine will * us red as roſes, 
And out ſorrows quite forget : + 
Come, jet us fuddle all our noſes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt, 
Fa, la, ra, &C. 


When grim death is looking for us, 
We are toping at our bowls, 
Bacchus joining in the chorus: 
Death be gone, here's none but ſouls. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 


Godlike Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding 
Drinking fouls can never dy. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 


11, 4 7 „la ae 
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Aurlne Wilen 


8 ARK EN and I will tell you how 
Young Muirland Villie came to woos 
'Tho' he could neither ſay nor do; 
The truth I tell to vou. 
But ay he crys, whate'er betide, 
Maggy, T'ſe ha'e her to be my bride, 
With a fal, dal, &, 


On his gray yade as he did ride, 
With durk and piſtol by his ſide, - 
He prick'd her on wi meikle pride, 
Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 
Out o'er yon moſs, out o'er yon muir, 4: 
Till he came to her dady's door, . 
With a fal, dal, &c. 12 


Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I'm come your doghter's love to win, - 
I care no for making meikle din; 

What anſwer gi' ye me? | | 
Now, wooer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, 
Ill gie ye my Doghter's love to win, 

With a fal, dal, &c. 


Now, wooer, fin ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye win, or in what town ? 
I think my doghter winna gloom 
On tic a lad as ye. 5 


The wooer he ſtep'd up the houſe, 


And wow but he was wond'rous crouſe, 
With a fal, dal, &c. b 


I have three owſen in a plough, 
T'wa good ga'en yads, and gear enough, 
Lhe place they ca' it Cadenengh ; 
I ſcorn to tell a lie: 


B 4 | Beſides, 


(8) 
Beſides, I had frae the great laird, 


A peat-pat, and a lang kail-yard, 
With a fal, &c. 


The maid put on her kirtle brown, 
She was the braweſt in a' the town; 
I wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 

But blinkit bonnilie. 
The lover he ſtended up in haſte, 
And gript her hard about the waſte, 
With a fal, &c. 


To1 win your love, maid, Pm come here, 
I'm young, and hae enough o' gear ; 
And for my ſell you need na fear, 
Troth try me whan ye like. 


He took aff his bonnet, and ſpat in his chew, 
He dighted his gab, and he — her mou', 


With à fal, &c. 


The maiden bluſht and bing d fu law, 
She had na will to fay him na, 
But to her dady ſhe left it a? 

As they twa cou'd agree. | 
The lover he ga'e her the tither kiſs, - 
Syne ran to her dady, and tell'd him this, 
With à fal, &c. 


Your doghter wad na ſay me na, 
But to your ſell ſhe has leſt it a', 
As we cou'd gree between us twa ; 

Say what'll ye gi' me wr her? 
Now, wooer, quo' he, I ha'e na meikle, 
But fic's I ha'e ye's get a pickle, 
With a fal, &c. 


A kilnfu of corn Fll gre to thee, 
Three ſoums of ſheep, twa good milk ky, 
Ye's ha'e the wadding dinner free; 
Troth I dow do na mair. 
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Content, quo' he, a bargain bet, - | 
I'm far frae hame, make haſte let's do't,. 
With a fal, &C. | 


The bridal day it came to paſs, ' 
WY! mony a blythſome lad and laſs; 
But ſicken a day there never was, 

Sic mirth was never ſeen. | 3 
This winſome couple ſtraked hands, a 
Meſs John ty'd up the marriage bands, a 
With a fal, &c. | 


And our bride's maidens were na few, 
Wi' tap-knots, lug-knots, a' in blew, 
Frae tap to tae they were braw new, 

And blinkit bonnilie. 
Their toys and mutches were ſae clean, 
They glanced in our ladſes' een, 


With a fal, &c. - on 


Sic hirdum, dirdum, and ſic din, 
WY! he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 
The minſtrels they did never blin, 
Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 
And ay their wames together met, 
With a fal, &c. 2. 


2 3 * 


2» — — 


The promis d Foy, 
To the Tune of, Carle and the King come. 


W. E N ave meet aps; Phely, 
| When we meet again, Phely, 
Raptures will reward our pain, 


And bſs reſult in gain, Phely, 


i B 75 | Long. 


( 10 ) 


Long the ſport of fortune driv'n, 
To deſpair our thoughts were giv'n, 
Our odds will all be ev'n, Phehh, 
When we meet again, Phely, c. 


Now in dreary diſtant groves, 
Tho' we moan like turtle-doves, 
Suffering beſt our virtue proves, 

And will enhance our loves, Phely, 

When we meet again, Phely, Oc. 


Joy will come in a ſurprize, 
Till its happy hour ariſe ; 

Temper well your love-fick ſighs, 
For hope becomes the wiſe, Phehy. 
When ave meet again, Phely, 
When wwe meet again, Phely, 
Raptures will reward our pain, 


Ana byſs reſult in gain, Phely. 


— 


To DEL IA, on her drawing him to ber 
Valentine. 


To the Tune of, Black Ey'd Suſan, 


E powers! was Damon then ſo bleſt, 
To fall to charming Delia's ſhare. 
Delia, the beauteous maid, poſteſt 
Of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair? 
Here ceaſe thy bounty, O indulgent heav'n, 
J ask no more, for all my wiſh is given. 


I came, and Delia ſmiling ſhow'd, 

She ſmil'd, and ſhow'd the happy name; 
With riſing joy my heart o'erflow'd, 

I felt and bleſt the new born- flame. 


„ 
May ſofteſt pleaſures careleſs round her move, 
May all her nights be joy, and days be love. 


Che drew the treaſure from her breaſt, 

That breaſt where love and graces play, 

O name beyond expreſſion bleſt ! 

Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay. 
To be ſo lodg'd ! the thought is extaſy, 
Who would not wiſh in paradiſe to ly ? 


| = 


REES 


The Faithful Shepherd. 
To the Tune of, Auld lang hne. 


HEN flow'ry meadows deck the year, 
And ſporting lambkins play, 
When ſpangl'd fields renew'd appear 
And muſick wak'd the day; 
Then did my Chloe leave her bow'r, 
To hear my am'rous lay, 
Warm'd by my love, ſhe vow'd no pow'r 
Shou'd lead her heart aftray. 


5 


The warbling quires from ev'ry bough 
Surround our couch in throngs, 

And all their tuneful art beſtow, 
To give us change of ſongs : 

Scenes of delight my ſoul poſſeſs'd, 
I bleſs'd, then hug'd my maid ; 

I rob'd the kiſſes from her breaſt, 
Sweet as a noon-day's ſhade. 


Joy tranſporting never fails 
To fly away as air, 

Another ſwain with her prevail 
To be as falſe as fair, 

What can my fatal paſſion cure? 
PlI never woo again; 

All her diſdain I muſt endure, 
Adoring her in vain, 

5 B 6 


(12) 
What pity 'tis to hear the boy 
Thus fighing with his pain; 
But time and ſcorn may give him joy, 
To hear her ſigh again, 
Ah! fickle Chloe, be advis'd,, 
Do not thyſelf beguile, 
A faithful lover ſhould be priz'd, 
Then cure him with. a ſmile. 


— 


— | — 


To Mris. S. H. on her taking ſomething 
ill T jaid. 


To the Tune of, Hallow Ev'n. 


HY hangs that cloud upon thy brow ? 
That beauteous heav'n ere while ſerene ?' 
Whence do theſe ſtorms and tempeſts flow, 

Or what this guſt of paſſion mean ? 

And muſt then mankind loſe that light, 

Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine,. 

And ly obſcur'd in endleſs night, 

For each poor ſilly ſpeech of mine? 


Dear child, how can I wrong thy name, 

Since tis acknowledg'd at all hands, 

That could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 

Thy beauty can make large amends: 

Or if I durſt profanely try 

Thy beauty's pow'rful charms t' upbraid, 

Thy virtue well might give the lie, 

Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


For Venus every heart t'enſnare, 
With all her charms has deckt thy face, 
And Pallas with unuſual care, 
Bids wiſdom heighten every grace, 
Who can the double pain endure ? 


Oz who muſt not zefign the field 


| OE” 


To thee, celeſtial maid, ſecure f 
With Cupid's bow and Pallas ſhield.? 


If then to thee ſuch pow'r is given, 
Let not a wretch in torment live, 
But ſmile, and learn to copy heaven, 
Since we muſt fin ere it forgive. 

Yet pitying heaven not only does 
Forgive th offender and th' offence, 
But even itſelf appeas'd beſtows, 
As the reward of penitence. 


* _ 8 * — 


— 


The Broom of Cowdenknows.. 


T TOW bliyth ilk morn was I to ſee 
The ſwain come o'er the hill! 

He skipt the burn, and flew to me: 
I met him with good will. 

O the broom, the bonny Bonny broom,. 
The broom of Cowdenknows ; | 

1 wiſh I were with my dear fwain,. 
With his pipe and my ews. 


I neither wanted ew nor lamb,. 
While his flock near me lay 

He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me a' the day. 

O the broom, &c. 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſae ſweet, 
The burds ſtood liſtning by: 

Elen the dull cattle ſtood. and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his melody. 

O the broam, &c. © 


While thus we ſpent our time by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play : 

I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho! ne'er ſae rich and gay. 

Q the broom, &c. 
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(14) 
Hard fate that I ſhou'd baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, \'  * 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was bor 
O the broom, &C. 8 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour, 
Cou'd I but faithfu' be? | 
He ſtaw my heart: Cou'd I refuſe 

Whate'er he ask'd of me? 
O the broom, &C. 


My doggie,” and my little kit 
That held my wee ſoup whey, 


My plaidy, broach, and crooked flick, 


May now ly uſeleſs by. 
O the broom, &C. 


Adieu, ye Cowdentnowws, adieu, 
Farewell a' pleaſures there; 

Ye gods, reſtore me to my ſwain, 
Is a' I crave or care. 

O the broom, the bonny bonny broom, 
The broom of Cowdenknows : 

I wiſh I were with my dear ſevain, 
With his pipe and my ews. | 


. 


To ' CHLOE, 


To the Tune of, [ wiſh my Love were in a Mire. 


O Lovely maid ! how dear's thy pow'r? 


At once | love, at once adore : 
With wonder are my thoughts poſſeſt, 
While ſofteſt love inſpires my breaſt. 


This tender look, theſe eyes of mine, 


Confeſs their am'rous maſter thine ; 


Theſe 


(15) 
Theſe eyes with Szrephor*s paſſion play, 
Firſt make me love, and then betray. 


Yes, charming victor, I am thine, 
Poor as it is, this heart of mine 
Was never in another's pow'r, 

Was never pterc'd by love before. 

In thee Tve treaſur'd up my joy, 

Thou can'ſt give bliſs, or bliſs deſtroy: 
And thus Fve bound myſelf to love, 
W hile bliſs or miſery can move. 


O ſhould J ne'er poſſeſs thy charms, 

Ne'er meet my comfort in thy arms; 

Were hopes of dear enjoy ment gone, 

Still would I love, love thee alone. 

But, like ſome diſcontented ſhade 

That wanders where its body's laid, 

Mournful I'd roam with hollow glare, 

For ever exil'd from my fair. "4% 


m—_ 


— 
— * — 


Upon hearing his Picture was in CaLoE's 
Breaſt. 


To the Tune of, The fourteen of October, 


* E gods! was Strephon's picture bleſt 

| With the fair heaven of Cyloe's breaſt ? 
Move ſofter, thou fond flutt'ring heart. 

Oh gently throb,---too fierce thou art. 

Tell me thou brighteſt of thy kind, 

For Strephon was the bliſs deſign'd ? 

For Strephon's fake, dear charming maid, 
Didit thou prefer his wand'ring ſhade ? 


And thou bleſt ſhade, that ſweetly art 
Lodged ſo near my Chloe's heart, 
For me the tender hour improve, 
And ſoftly tell how dear I love. 


Ungrate- 


; 6 26) 
Ungrateful thing ! it ſcorns to hear 
Its wretched maſter's ardent pray'r, 
Ingrofling all that beauteous heaven, 
That Chloe, laviſh-maid, has given. 


T cannot blame thee : Were I lord 
Of all the wealth thoſe breaſts afford, 
I'd be a miſer too, nor give 

An alms to keep a God alive. 


Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, 
On theſe cold looks, that lifeleſs air, 


Prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, 


With eager love and ſoft deſire. 


Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid, 
To life can bring the ſilent ſhade : 
Thou can'ſt ſurpaſs the painter's art, 
And real warmth and flames impart. 
But oh ! it ne'er can love like me, 
I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee : 
Then, charmer, grant my fond requeſt, 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 


_ — _—_— ul. 
hk 


Song for a Serenade. 


To the Tune of, The broom of Cowdenknows. 


EACH me, Chloe, how to prove 
My boaſted flame ſincere : 
»Tis hard to tell how dear I love, 
And hard to hide my care. 


| Sleep in vain diſplays her charms, 


To bribe my ſoul to reſt, 


Vainly ſpreads her filken arms, 


And courts me to her breaſt, 


Where 


1 | 


(17) 


Where can Strephon find repoſe, 


If Chloe is not there? ; 
For ah! no peace his boſom knows, 
When abſent from the fair. 


What tho' Phebus from on high 
Withholds his chearful ray, 
Thine eyes can well his light ſupply, 
And give me more than day. - 


2. —_— 


—_— 


Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


Y a murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 
Be ſo kind, Oye nymphs, I oftimes heard her ſay, 
Tell Szrephon I die, if he paſſes this way, 
Aud that love is the cauſe of my mourning. 
Falſe ſhepherds that tell me of beauty and charms, 
You deceive me, for Strephon's cold heart never warms; 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his arms, 
Oꝰ Strephon ! the cauſe of my mournin?. 
But firit, ſaid ſhe, let me go 
Down to the ſhades below, 
E'er ye let Strephon know 
That I have lov'd him ſo: 
Then on my pale cheek no bluſhes will ſhow 
That love was the cauſe of my mourning. 


Her eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Srephon came by, 
He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew nigh 
But finding her breathleſs, oh heavens ! did he cry, 
Ah Chloris! the cauſe of my mourning. 

Reſtore me my Chloris, ye nymphs, uſe your art, 
They fighing, reply'd, *twas yourſelf ſhot the dart 
That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs heart, 
And kilPd the poor Chloris with mourning. 

Ah then is Cloris dead, 

Wounded by me ! he ſaid; 

I'll follow thee, chaſte maid, 

Down to the ſilent ſbade. 


—— 


(18). 


Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt leaning his head, 
Expir'd the poor Strephon <vith af. 


* 


To Mris, A. H. on ſeeing ber at a 
| Confort, 


To the Tune of, The bonnieſt Laß in a the M. a#1d, 


OO K where my dear Hamilla (miles, 
Hamilla ! heavenly charmer; 

See how with all their arts and wiles 

The Loves and Graces arm her. 
A bluſh dwells glowing on her checks, 

Fair ſeats of youthful pleaſures, 
There love in ſmiling language ſpeaks, 

There ſpreads his roſy tunſures. 


# 


: O faireſt maid, I own thy pow'r, 

I gaze, 1 figh, and languiſh, 

Yet ever, ever will adore, 
And triumph in my anguiſh. 

But eaſe, O charmer, eaſe my care, 
And let my torments move thee ;. 

As thou art faireſt of the fair, 

4 So I the deareſt love thee. . "Wy Ga 


The Bonny S CO T. EP 
To the Tune of, The Boat-man, 


” E gales that gently wave the ſea, 
And pleaſe the canny boat-man, 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Sco7---man : 
In haly bands ; 
We join'd our hands, 


Yet 


( 19) 


Yet may not this diſcover, 
While parents rate 
A large eſtate, 
Before a faithfu' lover. 


But I loor chuſe in Highland glens 
To herd the kid and goat---man, 
E'er I cou'd for fic little ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scot---man. 
Wae worth the man 
Wha firſt began 
The baſe ungenerous faſhion, 
Frae greedy views 
Love's art to uſe, 
While ſtrangers to its paſſion. 


3 


Fas foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſte to thy longing laſſie, 
Who pants to preſs thy bawmy mouth, 
And in her boſom hawſe thee. ; 
Love gres the word, 
Then haſte on board, 
Fair winds and tenty boat-man, 
Waft o'er, waft o'er 
Frae yonder ſhore, 
My blyth, my bonny Scot---man. 


— — — — 
| = f 


Scornfu“ Nanfy. 


To its own Tune. 


ANSY's to the Green Wood gane, 
To hear the Gowad/ſpink chatt _ 
And Wille he has followed her, 
To gain her love by flatt'ring : 
But a' that he cou'd ſay or do, 
She geck'd and ſcorned at him; 
And ay when he began to woo, 


She bade him mind wha gat him. 


What 
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| ( 20.) 


What ails ye at my dad, quoth he, 
My minny or my aunty ?- 

With crowdy mowdy they fed me, 
Lang-kail and ranty-tanty : 

With bannocks of good barley-meal, 
Of thae there was right plenty, 


With chapped ſtocks fou butter'd well 


And was not that right dainty ? 


Altho' my father was nae laird, 
Tis daffin to be vaunty, | 

He keepit ay a good kail-yard, 
A ha' houſe and a pantry : 

A good blew bonnet on his head, 
An owrlay bout his cragy 

And ay until the day he died, 
He rade on good ſhanks nagy. 


Now wae and wander on Four ſnout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Nan? 
Wad ye compare ye'r ſell to me, 
A docken till a tanſie? 
I have a wooer of my ain; 
They ca' him ſouple Sandy, 
And well I wat his bonny mou' 
Is. fweet like ſugar-candy. 


Wow Nanſ, what needs a' this din! 
Do I not ken this Sandy? 
Pm ſure the chief of a' his kin 
Was Rab the beggar randy : 
His minny Meg upo' her back 
Bare baith kim and his billy; 
Will ye compare a naſty pack 
To me your winſome Willy? 


My gutcher left a good braid ſword, 
Tho! it be auld and ruſty, 

Yet ye may tak it on my word, 
It is baith ſtout. and truſty; 


And 


| ( 21 ) 
And if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneaſy, 
I ſhall lay baith my lugs in pawn, 
That he ſhall get a heezy. 


Then Nar/ turn'd her round about, 
And ſaid, Did Sazdy hear ye, 
Ye wadna miſs to get a clout, 
I ken he diſna fear ye : 
Sae had ye'r tongue and ſay nae mair, 
Set ſomewhere elſe yoyr fancy; 
For as lang's Sandh's to the fore, | 
Ye never ſhall get Naz. Z. 
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Sugbted Nanſy. 
To the Tune of, De Kirk wad let me be. 


”F" 8 I have ſeven braw new gowns,  - 
And ither ſeven better to mak, 
And yet for a' my new gowns, 
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My wooer has turn'd his back. x 4x 

Beſides I have ſeven milk-ky, [| 
And Sandy he has but three ; : 1 

And yet for a' my good ky, bs | 
The ladie winna ha'e me. t 


My dady's a delver of dikes, 
My mither can card and ſpin, 
And I am a fine fodgel laſs, 
And the filler comes linkin in : 
The filler comes linkin in, 
And it is fou fair to ſee, 
And fifty times wow ! O wow! 
What ails the lads at me? 


When 
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I faſſod na my head about gear, 


( 22 ) 

When ever our Baty does bark, 

Then faſt to the door I rin, 
To ſee gin ony young ſpark 

Will light and venture but in: 
But never a ane will come in, 

Tho' mony a ane gaes by, 
Syne far ben the houſe I rin; 

And a weary wight am I. 


When I was at my firſt prayers, 
TI pray'd but anes i' the year, 
I wiſh'd for a handſome young lad, 
And a lad with muckle gear. 
When I was at my neiſt pray'rs, 
I pray'd but now and than, 


If I get a handſome young man. 


Now when I'm at my laſt pray'rs, 
I pray on baith night and day, 
And O! if a beggar wad come, 
With that ſame beggar I'd gae. 
And O! and what'll come o' me ? 
And O! and what'll I. do? 
That fic a braw laſſie as I 
Shou'd die for a wooer I trow. 


„ 


Lucky Nanſj. a 
To the Tune of, Dainty Davie. 


HIL E fops in ſaft Italian Verſe, 
IIK fair ane's een and breaſt rehearſe, 
While ſangs abound and ſcene is ſcarce, 
Theſe lines I have indited : 
But neither darts nor arrows here, 
Venus nor Cupid ſhall appear, 
And yet with theſe fine ſounds I ſwear, 
The maidens are delited. 


T avas 


( 23) 
7 awas ay telling you, 
Lucky Nanſy, lucky Nanſy, 
Auld ſprings wad ding the new, 
But ye wad never trow me. 


Nor ſnaw with crimſon will I mix, 
To ſpread upon my laſhe's cheeks ; 
And ſyne th* unmeaning name prefix, 

Miranda, Chloe, or Phillis. 

P11 fetch nae ſimile frae Jove, 

My height of extaſy to prove, | 

Nor ſighing,---thus---preſent my love 

With roſes eek. and lillies. | 
{ was ay telling you, &C. 


But ſtay, -I had amaiſt forgot 
My miſtreſs and my ſang to boot, 
And that's an unco' faut I wate : 

But Nunſy, tis nae matter. 
Ye ſee I clink my verſe wi' rhime, 
And ken ye, that atones the crime ; 
Forby, how ſweet my numbers chime, 

And ſlide away like water. 

1 was ay telling you, &c. 


Now ken, my reverend ſonſy fair, 
Thy runkled cheeks and lyart hair, 
Thy haft ſhut een and hodling air, 
Are a' my paſhon's fewel. 
Nae skyring gowk, my dear, can ſee, 
Or love, or grace, or heaven in thee ; 
Yet thou hait charms anew for me, 
Then ſmile, and be na cruel. 
Leez me on thy ſnawwy pow, 
Lucky Nanſy, /ucky Nanſy, 
Dryeft wood will eitheſt low, 
And Nanſy ſae will ye new. 


Troth 


And fay, ye only live in ſang, 


* * < 
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624) 
Troth I have ſung the ſang to you, 
Which ne'er anither bard wad do ; 
Hear then my . charitable vow, me og 


Dear venerable. Nan. 
But if the warld my paſſion wrang 


R = » "I a 
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* * 


Ken I deſpiſe a ſland'ring tongue, 
And ſing to pleaſe my fancy. | 
Leez me on thy, &C. 35 


K 
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A SCOTS CAN TATA. 
The Tune after an Italian Manner. 
Cumpos'd by Signior Lorenzo Bocchi. 


Riis! DS. 
LATE Fonny faintly teld fair Fean his Mind; 
Feany took pleaſure to deny him lang; 
He thought her ſcorn came frae a heart unkind, . 
Which gart him in deſpair tune up this ſang. 


x 5 
O bonny laſſie, fince tis ſae, 
That I'm deſpis'd by thee, 
T hate to live; but O I'm wae, 
And unko ſweer to die. 
Dear Feam, think what dowy hours 
I thole by your diſdain; 
Ah! ſhould a breaſt ſae ſaft as yours, 
Contain a heart of ſtane? | 


REOITATIVE. 

Theſe tender notes did a“ her pity move, 
With melting heart ſhe liſtned to the boy; 
O'ercome ſhe imil'd, and promis'd him her love: 
He in return thus ſang his riſing joy. | 
AIR. 


(25) 
AIX. 
Hence frae my breaſt, contentious care, 
Ye've tint the power to pine; 
My Feany's good, my Feany's fait, 
And a' her ſweets are mine. 
O ſpread thine arms, and gi'e me fowth 
Of dear enchanting bliſs, 
A thouſand joys around thy mouth 
Gre heaven with ilka kiſs. 


The TQASTE 


To the Tune of, Saw ye my PEGGY, 
68 OM E let's ha'e mair wine in, 


Bacchus hates repining, 
Venus loos nae dwining, 

Let's be blyth and free. | 
Away with dull, Flere t'ye, Sir; 
Ye're miſtreſs, Robie, gres her, 

We'll drink her health wr pleature, 

Wha's belov'd by thee. 


Then let Peggy warm ye, 
That's a laſs can charm ye, 
And to joys alarm ye, 

Sweet is ſhe to me. 

Some angel ye wad ca' her, 
And never wiſh ane brawer, 
If ve bare-headed ſaw her 

Kiltet to the knee. 


P EGG Fa dainty laſs is, 
Come let's join our glaſſes, 
And refreſh our hauſes 
With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 
Be ſtateſmen tint in thinking, 
While we with love and drinking, 
Give our cares the lie. 


C Magi 8 


626) 
Macre's Tocher. 


To its ain Tune. 


H E meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 
We buckl'd us a' the gither ; 
And Maggie was in her prime, 
When Willie made courtſhip till her: 
'Twa piſtals charg'd begueſs, 
To gie the courting ſnot; 
And ſyne came ben the laſs, 
Wy! ſwats drawn frae the butt. 
He firſt ſpeer'd at the guidman, 
And ſyne at Giles the mither, 
An ye wad gi's a bit land. 
We'd buckle us e'en the gither. 


My daughter ye ſhall hae, 
TIl gi“ you her by the hand; 
But III part wi' my wife by my fae, 
Or I part wi' my land. 
Your tocher it ſall be good, 
There's nane fall hae its maik, 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 
And Crummie who kens her ſtake : 
With an auld bedden o' claiths, 
Was left me by my mither, 
They're jet black o'er wi ' faces, | 
Ye may cudle in them the gither, 


Ye ſpeak right well, guidman, ' 
But ye maun mend your hand, 
And think & modeſty, 

Gin ye'll not quat your land : 

We are but young, ye hen. 
And now we're gawn the gither. 

A houſe is butt and benn, 

And Crummie will want her fother. . 
The 


ne 


The horſe that I ride on 


r 
The bairns are coming on, 
And they'll cry, O their mither ! 
We have nouther pat nor pan, 
But four bare legs the gither. 


Your tocher's be good enough, 
For that you need na fear, 
Twa good ſtilts to the pleugh, 
And ye your ſell maun ſteer : 
Ye ſhall hae twa good pocks 
That anes were o' the tweel, 
The t'ane to had the grots, 
The ither to had the meal: 
With ane auld kiſt made of wands, 
And that fall be your coffer, 
Wi aiken woody bands, | 
And that may had your tocher. 


Conſider well, guidman, 
We hae but borrowed gear, 


Is Sandy Wilſon's mare: 

The ſadle's nane of my ain, 
An thae's but borrowed boots, 
And whan that I gae hame, 

I maun take to my coots : 
The cloak is Geordy Watt's, 
That gars me look ſae crouſe ; 
Come fill us a cogue of ſwats, 
We'll make na mair toom ruſe. 
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I like yau well, young lad, 
For telling me ſae plain, 
I married when little I had 
O gear that was my ain. 
But fin that things are ſae, 
The bride ſhe maun come fur 
Tho' a' the gear ſhe'll hae, Om 
It'll be but little worth. 
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C 2 Air 


(28 ) 
A bargain it maun be, 
Fy cry on Giles the mither : 
Content am I, quo' ſhe, 
E'en gar the hifie come hither, 
'The bride ſhe gade till her bed, 
'The bridegroom he came till her; 
The fidler crap in at the fit, | 5 
An they cudl'd it a' the "ROT. 'Z, 


— 
8 8 * 


A 5 ON C, 


To the Tune of, Blink over the Burn, feet BETT1E, 


E AVE kindred and friends, ſweet Betty. 
Leave kindred and friends for me ; 

Aſſur d thy ſervant is eddy 

To love, to honour, and thee. 
The gifts of nature and fortune 

May fly, by chance as they came 3 =. 
They're grounds the deſtines ſport on, 

But vertue 1s ever r the ſame. 


Altho' my fancy were roving, 
Thy charms ſo heavenly appear, 
That other beauties diſproving, 
I'd worſhip thine only, my dear. 
And ſhou'd life's ſorrows embitter 
The pleaſure we promis'd our loves, 
To ſhare them together is fitter, 
Than moan aſunder, like doves. 


Oh!] were I but once ſo bleſſed, 

To graſp my love in my arms! 
By thee to be graſp'd ! and kiſſed ! 

And live on thy heaven of charms 
I'd laugh at fortune's caprices, 

Shou d fortune capricious prove; 
Tuno' death ſhou'd tear me to pieces, 


Fd die a martyr to love. XI. 
A SONG. 
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629 ) 
A SO N. G 
To the Tune of, The Bonny grape d Morning. 


ELESTIAL muſes, tune your lyres, 
Grace all my raptures with your lays, 
Charming, enchanting Kate inſpires, 
In lofty ſounds her beauties praile : 
How undeſigning ſhe difplays 
Such ſcenes as raviſh with delight ; 
Tho' brighter than meridian rays, 
They dazzle not, but pleaſe the fight. 


Blind God, give this, this only dart, 
] neither will nor can her harm, 
1 would but gently touch her heart, 
And try for once if that cou'd charm. 
Go, Venus, uſe your fav*rite wile, 
As ſhe is beauteous, make her kind, 
Let all your graces round her ſmile, 
Aud ſooth her till I comfort find. 


When thus, by yielding, I'm o'erpaid, 
And all my anxious cares remov'd, 
In moving notes T'l tell the maid, 
With what pure laſting flames I lov'd. 
Then ſhall alternate life and death, 
My raviſh'd fluttring ſoul poſſeſs, 
The ſofteſt tend'reſt things P11 breath, 
Betwixt each am'rous fond careſs. O. 


$ N 6. 
To the Tune of, The Broom of Cowdenknows. 
UBJECTED to the pow'r of love, 

By NelPs reſiſtleſs charms, 


1 he fancy fixt no more can rove, 
Or fly love's ſoft alarms. 


CY Gay 


( 30 ) 
Gay Damon had the skill to ſhun 
All traps by Cupid laid, 
Untill his freedom was undone 
By Nell the conquering maid. 


But who can ſtand the force of love, 
When ſhe reſolves to kill? 

Her ſparkling eyes love's arrows prove, 
And wound us with our will. 


O happy Damon, happy fair, 
What Cupid has begun, 
May faithful Hymen take a care 
To ſee it fairly done. | G. 


ä., —__——_ 


Tune of Logan Water. 
Vitas hinnules me ſimilis, Chloe. 


4 ELL me, Hamilla, tell me why 


Thou doſt from him that loves thee run? 
Why from his ſoft embraces fly, 
And all his kind endearments ſhun ? 


So flies the farzun, with fear oppreſs'd, 
Seeking its mother ev'ry where, 
It ſtarts at ev'ry empty blaſt, 
And trembles when no danger's near. 


And yet T keep thee but in view, 


To gaze the glories of thy face, 


Not with a hateful ſtept purſue, 
As age, to rifle every grace. ; 
Ceaſe then, dear wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
But haſte all rivals to outſhine, 
And grown mature, and ripe for joy, 
Leave mama's arms, and come to mine. 1291 IV. 
F A South- 


(32) 
106 n 17 51 2 el 3 
A South-Sea Sang. 
Tune of, For our lang biding Bere. 


HEN we came to London town, , 
We dream'd of gowd in gowpings here, 
And rantinly ran up and down, + ve 

In riſing ſtocks to buy a skair: | 
We daftly thought to row in rowth, + 
But for our daffin pay'd right dear; | 
The lave will fare the war in trouth, 

For our lang biding here. 


But when we fand our purſes toom, 
And dainty ſtocks began to fa', 
We hang our lugs, and wi' a gloom 
Girn'd at ſtockjobbing ane and a. 
If ye gang near the South=Sea houſe, 
'The whillywha's will grip ye'r gear, 
_ Syne a' the lave will fare the war, 
For our lang biding here. 


8 


2 


Hap me with thy Petticoat. 


() BEL L, thy looks have kill'd my heart, 
I paſs the day in pain, | 
When night returns I feel the ſmart, 

And wiſh for thee in vain. 
Pm ftarving in cold, while thou art warm: 
HFave pity and incline, | 
And grant me for a hap that charm- 

ing petticoat of thine. 


My raviſh'd fancy in amaze, 
Still wanders o'er thy charms, 
Deluſive dreams ten thouſand ways, 
Preſent thee to my arms. 


C 4 | But 


* 


But waking think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline 
Thoſe pleaſures, which can only cure 

This panting breaſt of mine. 


I faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 
Becauſe you ſtill deny 

The juſt reward that's due to love, 
And let true paſſion die. 

Oh! turn, and let compaſſion ſeize 
That lovely breaſt of thine ; 

Thy petticoat could give me eaſe, 
If thou and it were mine. 


Sure heaven has fitted for delight 
That beauteous form of thine, 


And thou'rt to good its law to ſlight, 


By hindring the deſign. . 
May all the powers of love agree, 
At length to make thee mine, | 
Or looſe my chains, and ſet me free 
From ev'ry charm of thine, 5 
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Love inviting Reaſon. 


A SONG ts the Tune of,—Chami ma 
| chattle, ne duce ar mi, 


\ \ THEN innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, 
VU pon a green meadow, or under a tree, 
E'er Annie became a ſine lady in town, _ 

How lovely and loving and bonny was ſhe ? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Aunie, | 

Let ne er a new whim ding thy fancy a-jee ;j— 
O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and cany, 

And favour thy 7 «mie wha doats upon thee. 


Does 


(3 3.0 : 

Does the death of a lintwhite give Annie the ſpleen ? _ 

Can tyning of trifles be uneaſy to' tile 
Can lap-dogs and monkies draw tears frae theſe een, 

That look with indifference on poor dy] g me? . 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu Annie, . 
And dinna prefer a paroquet tome; _ - 
O! as thou art bonny, be prudent and can, 

And think on thy Famie wha doats upon thee, * _ . 


Ah ! ſhou'd a new manto or Flanders lace head, 
Or yet a wee cottie, tho“ never ſae fine, hy 
Gar thee grow forgetfu', and let his heart bleed, 
That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine ? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And dinna prefer ye'r fleegeries to me; 
O! as thou art bonny, be ſolid and cany, 
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee. 


Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sary, 
Tho' gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be, 
By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Aunie, 

And aim at theſe beniſons promis'd to me? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me; 
O!] as thou art bonny, be conſtant and cany, 
Love only thy Fame wha doats upon thee. 


O] think, my dear charmer, on ilka ſweet hour, 

That ſlade away ſaftly between thee and me, 

E'er ſquirrels, or beaus, or foppery had power 
To rival my love, and impoſe upon thee. 

Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiſu' Aunie, 
And let thy defires be a' center d in me; 

O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and cany, 
And love him wha's langing to center in thee, 


(, 
N 


ASS IE, lend me your braw hemp heckle, 
And I'll lend you my thripling kame; 
For fainneſs, deary, Pll gar ye keckle, 
If ye'Il go dance the Bob of Dumblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the ground of ye'r trunkies, 
Busk ye braw, and dinna think ſhame ; 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 


Be better than dancing the Bo of Dumblane. 


Be frank, my laſſie, left I grow fickle, 
And take my word and offer again, 
Syne ye may chance to repent it mickle, 

Ve did nae accept of the Bob of Dumblane. 
The dinner, the piper and prieſt ſhall be ready, 
And I'm grown dowy with lying my lane, 

Away then leave baith minny and dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dumblane. 


11 ac 


SONG complaining of Abſence. : 
Too the Tune of, Ay Apron Deary, 


H C4 ! thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaſt, 
Since I parted from thee, Pm a ftranger to reſt, 

I fly to the grove, there to languiſh and mourn, 

There ſigh for my charmer, and long to return, 

The fields all around me are ſmiling and gay, 

But they ſmile all in vain —— my Chloe's away: 

The field and the grove can afford me no eaſe, ——— 

But bring me my Chloe, a deſart will pleaſe. 


No virgin I ſee that my boſom alarms, 
Tm cold to the faireit, tho? glowing with charms, 


In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye; 
- Theſe are not the looks of my Chloe, I cry. 


Theſe 


(35 
Theſe looks where bright love, like the ſun, ſits en- 
than Gin is.aci] 2d 
And ſmiling diffuſes his influence round, 
Twas thus I firſt view'd thee, my charmer, amaz'd ; 
Thus gaz d thee with wonder, and lov'd\white I gaz d. 


Then, then the dear fair one was ſtill in my ſight, 
It was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night; 
But now by hard fortune remov'd from my fair, 
In ſecret I languiſh, a prey to deſpair, 
But abſence and torment abate not my flame, 
My Chloe's ſtill charming, my paſſion the ſame ; 
O! would ſhe preſerve me a place in her breaſt, * _ 
Then abſence would pleaſe me, for I would be 4 


þ4 2 
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8 O N G. 
To the Tune of, 1 fixed my Fancy on her. 


RIGHT Cynthia's power divinely great, 
What heart is not obeying ? 

A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 

And in her eyes are playing. 

She ſeems the queen of love to reign ; 

For ſhe alone diſpenſes 

Such ſweets as beſt can entertain 

The guſt of all the ſenſes. 


Her face a charming profpe& brings, 
Her breath gives — Ber; , 
J hear an angel when ihe ſings, 
And taſte of heaven in kiſſes. 
Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joy, 
From nature's richeſt treaſure : 
Let me the other ſenſe employ, | 
And I ſhall die with pleaſure. X 


4 A SONG. 


(36 ) 


To che Tune of, 7 7 hid a bow 2 


E LL me, tell me, charming creature, 
Will you never eaſe my pain? 

Mutt I die for every feature? 

Muſt I always love in vain ? 
The deſire of admiration 

Is the pleaſure you purſue ; 
Pray thee, try a laſting paſſion, 

Such a love as mine for you. 


Tears and ſighing could not move you; 
For a lover ought to dare: 
When I plainly told I lav'd you, 
Then you ſaid I went too far. 
Are ſuch giddy ways beſeeming ? 
Will my dear be fickle fill ? 
Conqueſt is the joy of women, 
Let their ſlaves be what they will. 


Your neglect with torment fills me, 
And my deſp'rate thoughts increaſe ; 

Pray confider, if you kill me, 
You will have a lover leſs. 

If your wand'ring heart is beating 
For new lovers, let it be: 

But when you have done coquetting, 
Name a day, and fix on me. 


The REPLY 


N vain, fond youth; thy tears give o'er ; 
What more, alas! can F/awia do? 
'Thy truth I own, thy fate deplore : 
All; are nat happy that are true. 


(37) 


Suppreſs thoſe ſighs, and weep no more; 
Should heaven and earth\with thee combine, 

Twere all in vain, ſince any power, mY 
To crown thy love muſt alter mine. 1 ; 


But if revenge can eaſe thy pain, q 7 


P11 ſooth the ills" I cannot cure, i 
Tell that I drag a hopeleſs chain, N A. 
And all that I inflict endure. *D  # ene 


The Roſe in YARROw, * 
To the Tune of, Mary Scot. 


7 W AS ſummer, and the day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from care, 

Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, 

I wander'd o'er the braes of Tarrow z 

Till then deſpiſing beauty's power, 

kept my heart, my own ſecure ; 

But Cupid”s art did there deceive me, 

And Mary's charms do now enſlave me. 


Will cruel love no bribe receive ? 
No ranſom take for Mary's ſlave ? 
Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me: 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. 
No bondage may with mine compare, 
Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair: 
This beauteous flower, this roſe of 7arrow, 
In nature's gardens has no marrow. 


Had I of heaven but one requeſt, 

I'd ask to ly in Mary's breaſt; 

There would I live or die with pleaſure, 
Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſure; 
Deſpiting kings and all that's great, 

I'd imile at courts and courtiers fate; 


(3s ) 


My joy complete on ſuch a marrow, 
I'd dwell with her, and live on Yarrow. 


But tho' ſuch bliſs I ne'er ſhould gain, 
Contended ftill I'll wear my chain, 
In hopes. my faithful heart may move her; 
For leaving life PI always love her. 
What doubts diſtract a Iover's mind? 
That breait, all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind; 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my marrow, 
The lovely beauteous roſe of Narrow. 


3 — | ln. — PY uon EINE 4 


Y 


— — 
— — 


The fair PENITENT. 


A SON G, 279 its ain Tune. 


Lovely laſs to a frier came 
'To confeſs in a morning early. 
In what, my dear, are you to blame ? 
Come own it all fincerely. 
Tve done, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a lad who loves me dearly. 


The greateſt fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover. 

Then you to Rome for that muſt go, 
There diſcipline to ſuffer. | 

Lake a day, Sir ! if it muſt be ſo, 
Pray with me fend my lover. 


No, no, my dear, you do but dream, 
Nell have no double dealing; 
But if with me you'll repete the ſame, 
Tl pardon your paſt failing. | 
I muſt own, Sir, tho' 1 bluih for ſhame, 
T hat your penance is prevailing. 


( 39 ) 
The laſt Time 1 came o'er the Moor. 


HE laſt time I came o'er the moor, 
I left my love behind me; 
Ye powers ! what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me? 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
The beaming day enſuing, _ | 5 
I met betimes my lovely maid, N 
In fit retreats for wooing. 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtly fporting 3 
We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 
Till night ſpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the skies, 
Ev'n kings when ſhe was nigh me; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me; 

Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround me : 

Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 

To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 

Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter: | 
Since ſhe excels in every grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 
On Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The 


(40 
The next time I go o'er the moe oy 
She ſhall a lover find me ;_ ? 
And that my faith is firm and * 
Tho' I left her behind me; | 
Then Hymer's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom, 


There, while my being does remain, 
My love more freſh all bloſſom. 


The Laſs of PEATY's Mill. 


HE Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 

So bonny, blyth and gay, 
In ſpight of all my skill, 
Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay 
Bare-headed on the green, 
Love *midft her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 


——— | — 


Her arms, white, round and ſmooth, 

Breaſts riſing in their dawn, 

To age it would give youth, 

To preſs 'em with his hand. 

Thro' all my ſpirits ran 

An extaſy of bliſs F 
When I ſuch ſweetneis fand 

Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 

When &er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
Her looks they were fo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 

I nk þ her for my bride. 


O had 
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O had 1 all that wealth 0 10 Bo Tar;s en 34.17 
Heptoun's high mountains fill. 
- Infur'd long life and heath, hie Ain 141; 

And pleaſures at my willsWW]0..l. fy ZN 


I'd promiſe and fulfill, Borg ee f 
That none but bonny ne 
The laſs of Peagy's e tot e won ae ngtT 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi' me. Ppt oe trol vi 
— — — — 


GREEN SLEEVE S. 


E watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who skiff on wings of ambient air, 
Of my dear Delia take a care, 1 
And repreſent her lover 5 
With all the gaity of youth, | 
With honour, juſtice, love and truth; : 
Till T return, her paſſions ſooth, 1 
' © For me, in whiſpers move her, 


Be careful no baſe ſordid ſlave, 

With ſoul ſunk in a golden grave, 

Who knaws no virtue but to ſave, - 
With glaring gold bewitch her. 

Tell her, for me ſhe was deſign'd, 

For me, who know how to be kind, 

And have mair plenty in my mind, 
Than one who's ten times richer. 
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Let all the world turn upſide down, 
And fools run an eternal round, | 
In queſt of what can ne'er be found, 
To pleaſe their vain ambition. 
Let little minds great charms eſpy, 
In ſhadows which at diſtance ly, 
Whoſe hop'd for pleaſures, when come nigh, 
Prove nothing in fruition, 


But 
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But caft into a mold divine, 
Fair Delia does with luftre-ſhine, }.. 
Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 
Which yields a conſtant treaſure. 
Let poets, in ſublimeſt lays, 
Employ their skill her fame to raiſe ; 
Let ſons of muſick paſs whole days, 
With well-tun'd reeds to pleaſe her. 


— 


— 


The Yellow-hair'd Loddie. 


N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; 
The Yellow-hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go 
To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthora trees grow. 


There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and morn : 
He ſang with ſo ſaft and inchanting a found, 
That Silvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, 'T ho? young Maya be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu* proud air; 
But Saſe was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was unconſtant, and never ſpoke truth: 
But Szſe was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 
And fair as the Goddeſs who ſprung from the ſea. 


That mama's fine daughter with all her great dow'r, 
Was aukwardly.airy, and frequently ſowr: 

Then, ſighing, he wiſhed, would parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Sz/je his miſtreſs might be. 


NANNYO. 
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NANNY. 


HILE ſome for pleaſure pawn * bel. 
Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, 

Fil fave myſelf, and without ſtealth, 

Kiſs and careſs my Naum O. 

She bids more fair engage a Jove 

Than Leda did or Danae---O. 

Were I to paint the queen of love, 

None elſe ſhould lit but Nanny O. 


How joyfully my ſpirits riſe, 
When dancing ſhe moves finely---O, 
I gueſs what heaven 1s by her eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divinely---O. : : | 
Attend my vow, ye Gods, while T > 
Breathe in the bleſt Britannia, | 
None's happineſs I ſhall envy, 

As long's ye grant me Nazny---O. 


CnorvUus. 


My bonny, bonny Nanny---O, 
My lovely charming Nanny---O. 
1 care not tho the world know 
How dearly I love Nanny O. 


— _ 


Bonny 7 EAN. 


OVE's Goddeſs in a myrtle grove, * 
| Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, 

Nor let the ſhaft at random rove, 

For Feany's haughty heart muſt bleed. 

The ſmiling boy, with divine art, 

From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 

Which flew, unerring, to the heart, 


And kill'd the pride of bonny Jean. 
| | No 


(. 44 ) 
No more the Nymph, with haughty air, 
Refuſes Wilih's kind addreſs 3 - - 
Her yielding bluſhes ſneẽw no care, 
But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
No more the youth is fallen now, 

But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
Whilſt every day he ſpys ſome new 
Surpriſing charms in bonny Fear. 


A thouſand tranſports crowd his breaſt, 

He moves as light as fleeting wind, 

His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt, 

Now when his Feany is turn'd kind: 

Riches he looks on with diſdain, 

The glorious fields of war look mean; 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 

If abſent from his bonny Jean. 


The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, 

Which even in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems ; | 

When ſunk in downs, with glad amaze, , 

He wonders at her in his dreams. 

All charms diſclosd, ſhe looks more bright 
Than Troy's prize, the Spartan queen, 

With breaking day, he lifts his fight, 

And pants to be with bonny Jean. 


3 ä 
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Throw the Wood Ladiie. 


Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
O Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, | 
When naething can pleaſe me: 
Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn. 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


Tho- 


#7 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings. are e clear, 
While lav'rocks-are ſinging, Fteit 
And primroſes ſpringing; mum n 
Vet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 7 
When throw the wood, laddie, ye n ane 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare no to tell: 

I'm faſh'd wi“ their ſcorning, 

Baith evening and morning; 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, x 
When throw the wood, laddie, I wander my ſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer any, 

But quick as an arrow, 

Haſte here to thy marrow, X 
Wha's living in langour, till that happy 8 i 
| TR the wood, e we'll dance, ing ans 
Pay 


% Pa 2 2 
———— 
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Down the Burn Davie. 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were * 
And broom bloom d fair io ſee ; 
When Mary was compleat fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 
Blyth Dawy's blinks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free, 
Gang down the burn, Davie, love, 


And 1 fhall follow thee. 


Now Dawte did each Jad ſurpaſs, - 
That dwelt on this burnſide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride ;- 

Her cheeks were roſie, red and white, 
Her een were bonny blue ; 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 
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As down the burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they faid ! 
His check to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her boſom play'd ; 
Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleft, A 
In yonder vale they lean 'd them r ; 
Love only ſaw the reſt. 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And naething ſure unmeet ; 
For, ganging hame, I heard them Gy, 
They lik'd a wa'k ſae ſweet ; 
And that they aften ſhou'd return 
Sic pleaſure to renew. 
Quoth Mary, Love, I Hike the burn, 
And ay ſhall follow you. | 5 
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EO Wag 
To the Tune of, Gilder Roy. 
A H! Chris, cou'd I now but fit 


As unconcern'd, as when v 
Your infant beauty cou'd beget 
No happineſs nor pain. 
When I this dawning did admire, 
- And prais'd the coming day, 


I little thought that riſing fire, 


Wou'd take my reſt away. 


Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay, 
As metals in a mane. 

Age from no face takes more away, 
Than youth conceal'd in thine : 

But as your charms inſenſibly 
To their perfection preſt; 

So love as unperceiv'd did fly, 

And center'd 1 in my breaſt, 


My. 


* 


(+47) 
My paſſion with your beauty grew, 
While Cupid at my heart, 
Still as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming dart. 
Each gloried in their wanton part; 
To make a lover, he 
Employ'd the utmoſt of his art ;— 
Jo make a beauty, ſhe. 


— 


— — 


A SONG, 
To the Tune of, The yellow-hair'd Laddie. 


* E ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 
Approach from your ſports, and attend to my ſtrain; 
Amongſt all your number a lover ſo true, 

Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch bliſs in his view. 


Was ever a nymph ſo hard- hearted as mine? 
She knows me fincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine; 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 
But calmly and mildly reſigns me to death. 


She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : 
She ſmiles when I'm chearful, but hears not my ſighs, 
A boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an air,, 
Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair ! 


I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears : 
Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears ; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief, 

My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief. 


By night, while I lumber, ſtill haunted with care, 
I ſtart up in anguiſh, and figh for the fair : 
The fair ſleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do ſo! 
And only when dreaming imagine my wo. 


Then 


ER 


— ole wo bognett CS; 
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Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 
Nor think ſhe ſhou'd Iove, whom ſhe cannot admire : 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her ſlave, 
Commend her to heaven, and thyſelf to the grave. 


_ 2 — . — — 1 — «a 


To the Tune of, Men ſhe came ben fhe bobed. 


OME, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys, 
Let's have no more female impert'nence and noiſe ; 
For I've try'd the endearments and pleaſures of love, 

And Ifnd they're but nonſenſe and whimſies, by Jove. 


When firſt of all Betty and I were acquaint, 
I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a ſaint: 
But I found her religion, her face, and her love, 
Were hypocriſy, paint, and /elF-intereſt, by Fove. 


Sweet Cecil came next with her languiſhing air, 
Her cute was orderly, modeſt and fair; 
But her „u was ſophiſticate, ſo was her ove, Pf 
For I found ihe was only a ffrumpet, by Fove. 


Little double-gilt Jenny's gold charm'd me at laſt : 
(You know marriage and money together does beſt.) 
But the baggage forgetting her wcws and her love, 
Gave her gold to a _/riV ling dull coxcomb, by Fove. 


Come fill me a bumper then, jolly brave boys ; 
Here's a farewell to female impert'nence and noiſe : 
I know few of the ſex that are worthy my love ; 
And for ſfrumpets and ji/ts, I abhor them, by Fove. 


DumMBAR- 


(49) 
DuUMBARToON's Drums. 
UMBARTO Nes Drums heat bonny— O, 
When thy mind me of my dear 7 oh 
How happy am I, 
When my ſoldier is by, 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Arnie —O ! 
'Tis a ſoldier alone can delight me—O, 
For his graceful looks do invite me—O : 
While guarded in his arms, 
I'll fear no wars alarms, 


Neither danger nor death ſhall e er fright me —QO. 


My love is a handſome laddie =O, 

Geatcel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaudy—O : 
Tho' commiſſions are dear, 

| Yet III buy him one ths year; 

For he ſhall ſerve no longer a cadie — O. 

A foldier has honour and bravery—O, 

Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery—O: 
He minds no other thing - 
But the ladies or the king; 

For every other care is but ſlavery —O. 


, 


Then PI! be the captain s lady — O, 
Farewell all my friends and my daddy —0; 3 
I'll wait no more at home, 
But I'll follow with the drum, 
And whene'er that beats, I'll be ready — 0. 
Dumbarton's drums found bonny — O, 
They are ſprighty like my dear Fomy—0 : : 
How happy ſhall I be, 
When on my ſoldier's knee, 
And he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie =O ! 


0 8 


Auld lang fine. 


8 HO ULD auld acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho' they return with {cars ? 
D T heſe 
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Theſe are the noble hero's lot, 

Obtain'd in glorious wars: 

Welcome, my Varo, to my breaſt, 
Thy arms about me twine, 

And make me once ag in as bleſt, 

As J was lang ſyne. 


Methinks around us on each bough, 
A thouſand Cpids play, 
Whilſt thro? the groves I walk with you, 
Each object makes me gay: 
Since your return the ſun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 
Streams murmur ſoft notes while they run, 


As they did lang ſyne. 


Deſpiſe the court and din of ſtate; 
Let that to their ſhare fall, 
Who can eſteem ſuch ſlav'ry great, 
While bounded like a ball: 
But ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 
We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charms, 
As we did lang ſync. 


O'er moor and dale, with your gay friend, 
You may purſue the chace, 
And, after a blyth bottle, end 
All cares in my embrace : 
And in a vacant rainy day 
You ſhall be wholly mine ; | 
We'll make the hours run ſmooth away, 
And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The hero, pleasd with the ſweet air, 
And ſigns of generous love, 
Which had been utter'd by the fair, 
Bow'd to the pow'rs above: 
Next day, with conſent and glad haſte, 
Th' approach'd the facred ſhrine ; 
Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 
And put them out of pine. | 
n The 


4 


„ 4 
The Laſs LIVINGSTON. 9 


AIN' D with her ſighting Famic's love, 
Bell dropt a tear — Bell dropt a tear, 
The Gods deſcended from above, 1 
Well pleas'd to hear — well pleas'd to hear, 
They heard the praiſes of the youth 
From her own tongue — from her own tongue, 
Who now converted was to truth, 


And thus ſhe ſung — and thus ſhe ſung: 


P 


Bleſt days when our ingenuous ſex, 
More frank and kind — more frank and kind, 
Did not their lov'd adorers vex; 
But ſpoke their mind but ſpoke their mind. 
Repenting now, ſhe promis'd fair, 
Wou'd he return — wou'd he return, 
She ne'er again wou'd give him care, 
Or cauſe him mourn— or cauſe him mourn. 


Why lov'd I thee, deſerving ſwain, : 
Yet ſtill thought ſhame — yet till thought ſhame, 
When he my yielding heartdid gain, 

Io own my flame—to own my flame? 
Why took [ pleaſure to torment, 

And ſeem too coy —and ſeem too coy ? 
Which makes me now alas lament 


My ſighted joy — my lighted joy. 


Ye fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, 
Own your deſire = own your deſire, 
While love's young pow'r with his ſoft wing 
Fans up the fire — fans up the fire. | 
O do not with a filly pride, 
Or low deſign — or low defign, 
Refuſe to be a happy bride, 
But anſwer plain — but anſwer plain. 


D 2 Thas 
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Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime, 
With flowing eyes — with flowing eyes. 
Glad Famie heard her all the time, 

With ſweet ſurpriſe — with ſweet ſurpriſe. 
Some God had led him to the grove ; 

His mind unchang'd — his mind unchang'd, 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd, My love, 

I am reveng'd —I am reveng'd ! 


PE OGG, I muſt love thee, 


S from a rock paſt all relief, 
The ſhipwrackt Colin ſpying. 
His native ſoil, o'ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying : 
With the next morning ſun he ſpies 
A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurpriſe ; 


New life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 


With joy, and waits her motion. 


So when by her whom long I lov'd, 


I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 
Low with deſpair my ſpirits mov'd, 

To be for ever parted : 
Thus droopt I, till diviner grace 
I found in Peggy's mind and face; 
Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, 

But virtue more engaging. 


Then now ſince happily I've hit, 
P11 have no more delaying ; 
Let beauty yield to manly wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying : 
I'll haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 
Since marriage can my fears oppoſe: 
Why ſhould we happy minutes loſe, 
Since, Peggy, I muſt love thee, 


Men 


r 


Ilen my be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty, 

To ſigh, and ſacrifice their eaſe, 
Doating on a proud beauty : 

Such was my caſe for many a year, 

Scill hope ſucceeding to my fear, 

Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear, 
Since Peggy's far outſhine them. 
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Brssy BELL and MARY GRAY, 


Befſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny laſſes, 

They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brae, 

And theek'd it o'er wi' raſhes. 
Fair Be Bell J loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er cou'd alter; 

But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint-tap 3 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When Phoebus ſtarts frae Yetis“ lap, 
The hills with rays adorning : 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waſte and feet's fu' genty ; 
With ilka g1ac2 ſhe can command; 

Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay ſae clean, redd up and bra, 

She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight, and tall is; 
And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ſtill, 

O Fove ! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


D 3 | Dear 


( 54) 
Dear Be Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 
Our fancies jee between you twa, 
Ye are ſic bonny laſſes: 
Wae's me! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ftented ; 
Then Fl draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


1 y ——— 
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PII never leave thee, 


Jonny. 


H O' for ſeven years and mair, honour ſhou'd 


reave me, 


Jo fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve thee : 
For deep in my ſpirits thy ſweets are indented ; 

And love ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted, 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


NE I L r. 


O Jonny, Pm jealous whene'er ye diſcover 
My ſentiments yielding, ye'll turn a looſe rover; 
And nought r the warld wad vex my heart fairer, 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me! 
A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 


Jonny. 


My Nelly, let never fic fancies oppreſs ye, 
For, while my blood's warm, I'II kindly careſs ye: 
Your blooming {aft beauties firlt beeted love's fire, 
Your vertue and wit make it ay flame the higher, 
Leave thee, leave thee, Pll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


NELLY. 


Then, Jonny, I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your miſtris, for love gars me trow ye: 


(55) 
And gin you prove fauſe, to ye'r ſell be it ſaid then, 
Yell win but ſma' honour to wrang a kind maiden. 


Reave me, reave me, heavens ! 1t wad reave me 
Of my reſt night and day, if ye deceive me. 


JoNNS . 


Bid iceſhogles hammer red gauds on the ſtuddy, 
And fair-ſimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy, 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time, believe I'll betray ye. 
Leave thee, leave thee, Pl never leave thee 
The ſtarns ſhall gang witherſhins e'er J deceive thee. 


K — 
<a A 


My Deary, if you die. 


OVE never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy's fix'd on thee; 

Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 

My Peegy, if thou die. | 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 

Thy love's ſo true to me. 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 

My deary, if thou die. 


— 


If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 
How ſhall I lonely ftray ? 

In dreary dreams the night Pll waſte, 
In ſighs the filent day. | 

I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perfection ſee : 

Then Il) renounce all woman-kind, 
My Peggy, after thee. 


No new blown beauty fires my heart 
With Cupid's raving rage, 

But thine which can ſuch {weets impart, 
Mutt all the world engage. 1 

T was this that like the morning ſun 
Gave joy and life to me; 


D 4: And 


(50). 
And when its deſtin'd day is done. 
With Peggy let me die. 


Ye powers that ſmile on virtuous love, 
And in ſuch pleaſure ſhare ; 
You who its faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair. 
Reftore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; 
Oh ! never rob them from thoſe arms: | 
I'm loſt, if Peggy die. KC 


0 


My Jo JANET, 


WEET Sir, for your courteſie, 
When ye come by the Ba/ then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a keeking glaſs then. 

Keek into the draw well, 
Janet, Janet ; 

And there pe ll fee er bonny ſell, 
Aly Fo Janet. 


Reeking in the draw-well clear, 
What if I ſhou'd fa' in, 
Syne a' my kin will ſay and ſwear, 
I drown'd my fell for ſin. 
Had the better be the brat, 
Janet, Janer ; 
Had the better be the brac, 
| My Fe Janet. 


Good Sir, for your courteſie, 
Coming through Aberdeen then, 

For the love ye bear to me, f 
Buy me a pair of ſhoon then. 

Clout the auld, the new are dear, 

Janet, Janet, 
Ae pair may gain ye haff a year, 
Jo Janet. 


CT - 
But what if dancing on the green, 
And skipping like a mawking, 
If they ſhou'd ſee my clouted ſhoon, 
Of me they will be tauking. 
Dance ay laigh, and late at e' en. 
Janet, Janet, 
Sjne a their fauts will no be ſeen, 


My Fo Janet. 


Kind Sir, for your courteſie, 
When ye gae to the croſs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pacing horſe then. 
Pace upo your ſpinning-wheel, 
| Janet, Janet, 
Pace upo your ſpinning-wheel, 
Jo Janet. 


My ſpinning-wheel is auld and tif, 
The rock o't winna ſtand, Sir, 
To keep the temper-pin in tiff, 
Employs aft my hand, Sir. 
Make the beſt 't that ye can, 
| Janet, Janet; 
But like it never wale a man, 


Ay Fo Janet. 


$ © N 
To the Tune of, John Anderſon my Jo. 


HAT means this niceneſs now of late, 

| Since time that truth does prove ? 
Such diſtance may conſiſt with ſtate, 

But never will with love. 
Tis either cunning or diſdain 

That does ſuch ways allow; 
The firſt is baſe, the laſt is vain: 

May neither happen you. 


D 5 


For 


(59 ) 


For if it be to draw me on, 
You over-act your part; 

And if it be to have me gone, 
Yeu need not haff that art: 

For if you chance a look to caſt, 
That ſeems to be a frown, | 
Fil give you all the love that's paſt, 

The reſt ſhall be my own. 


. 
wa * —_ a — 
i — —_— 


Auld ROB MOR RIS. 


„„ 
U L D Reb Morris that wins in yon glen, (men, 
He's the king of good fellows, and wale of auld 
Has fourſcore of black ſheep, and fourſcore too; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 


DOUGHTE R. 
Ha'd your tongue, mither, and let that abee, 
For his eild and my eild can never agree: 
They'll never agree, and that will be ſeen ! 
For he is fourſcore, and I'm but fifteen. 


MIT HEX. 
Ha'd your tongue, doughter, and lay by your pride, 
For he's be the bridegroom, and ye's be the bride ; 
He ſhall ly by your fide, and Kiſs ye too. 
Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 


DOUGHYER. 
Auld Rob Morris I ken him fou weel, 
His A it ſticks out like ony peet-creel, 
He's out-ſhinn'd, in-kneed, and ringle-ey'd too; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man P'Il ne'er loo. 
METH ER: 
Tho' auld Rob Morris be an elderly man, 
Yet his auld braſs it will buy a new pan ; 
Then, doughter, ye ſhouldna be ſae ill to ſhoo, 
For auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 


| DOUGH: 


(in) 
DOUG MHTER. 


But auld Rob Morris J never will hae, 
His back is ſae ſtiff, and his beard is grown gray : 
had titter die than live w' him a year; 

Sae mair of Rob Morris I never will hear, Q. 


8 — — 


N qo 


7% the Tune of, Come kiſs with me, come clap with 
me, &c. 


8 F. 
Y Focky blyth, for what thou'it done, 
There is nae help nor mending 3 
For thou has jog'd me out of tune, 
For a' thy fair pretending. 
Ay mither ſees a change on me, 
For my complexion diſhes, 
And this, alas ! has been with thee 
Sae late amang the raſhes. 
| . 
My Peggy, what I've ſaid JI do, 
To free thee frae her ſcouling . 
Come then and let us buckle to, 
Nae langer lets be fooling : 
For her content I'll inſtant wed, 
Since thy complexion daſhes ; : 
And then we'll try a feather-bed, 
'Tis ſafter than the raſhes. - 
. 
Then, Jocly, ſince thy love's fo true, 
Let mither ſcoul, Pm eaſy: 
dae langs I live I ne'er ſhall rue 
For what Tve done tc pleaſe thee. 
And there's my hand I's ne'er complain : 
Oh ! well's me on the raſhes; 
Whene'er thou likes T1} do't again, 
Anda feg for a' their claſhes. | 2 
: D 6. SONG. 


( 6o ) 
SQ .NG. 


To the Tune of, Rothes's Lament; or, Pinky-houſe. 


S Sylvia in a foreſt lay 
To vent her wo alone; 
Her ſwain Sy/varnaer came that way, 
And heard her dying moan, 
Ah ! 1s my love (ſhe ſaid) to you 
So worthleſs and ſo vain: 


Why 1s your wonted fondneſs now 
Converted to diſdain ? - 


You vow'd the light ſhou'd darkneſs turn, 
E'er you'd exchange your love; 

In ſhades now may creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 

Was it for this I credit gave 

To ev'ry oath you ſwore ? | 

But ah ! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 

Who moſt our charms adore. 


Tis plain your drift was all deceit, 
The practice of mankind : 
Alas! I fee it, but too late, 
My love had made me blind. 
For you, delighted I could die: 
But oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 
To think that credulous conftant ! 
Should by your ſelf be Kill'd. 


This faid — all breathleſs, ſick and pale, 


Her head upon her hand, | 
She found her vital ſpirits fail, 

And ſenſes at a ſtand. 
Sylvander then began to melt: 

But ere the word was given, 
The heavy hand of death ſhe felt, 

And ſtegh'Q her ſoul to heaven. 


Th 


4 


(e) 
The young Laird and Edinburgh KATx. 


OW wat ye wha I meet yeſtreen, 
Coming down the ſtreet, my jo? 

My miſtris in her tartan ſcreen, 
Fow bonny, braw and ſweet, my jo. 
My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, 
That never wiſht a lover ill, 
Since ye're out of your mither's ſight, 
Let's take a wauk up to the hill. 


O Katy, wiltu gang wr me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while ; 
The bloſſom's ſprouting frae the tree, 
And a” the ſummer's gawn to ſmile : 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 
The bleeting lambs and whiſtling hynd, 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw and park, 


Will nourith health, and glad ye'r mind. | 


Soon as the clear goodman of day 
Bends his morning draught of dew, ; 
We'll gae to ſome burn-ſide and play, EET 
And gather flowers to busk ye'r brow. 
We'll pou the daiſies on the green, 
The lucken gowans frae the bog: 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, 
And ſport upo' the velvet fog. 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tower, 
Acanny, ſaft and flow'ry den, 
Which circling birks have form'd a bower : 
When e'er the ſun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler ſhade remove, 
There will I lock thee in mine arm, 


And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


KA TY 
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KAT VJ Anſwer. 


| Y mither's ay glowran o'er me, 
| Tho” ſhe did the ſame before me; 


I canna get leave 
To look to my loove, 
Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 


Right fain wad I take ye'r offer, 
Sweet Sir, but I'll tine my tocher ; 
Then, Sandy, ye'll fret, 
And wyte ye'r poor Kate, 
Whene'er ye keek in your toom coffer. 


For tho? my father has plenty 
Of filler and pleniſhing dainty, 
Yet he's unco {weer 
To twin wr his gear; 


And ſae we had need to be tenty. 


Tutor my parents wi' caution, 
Be wylie in ilka motion; 
Brag well of ye'r land, 
And there's my leal hand, 


Win them, I'll be at your devotion. 


MARY 5 C 0 7. 


APP 's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 

But words are wanting to diſcover 

The tcrments of a hopeleſs lover. 

Le regiſters of heav'n, relate, 

If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 

Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 

Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow ? 


Cap) 
Ah no! her fornrt's too heavenly fair, 
Her love the Gods above muſt ſhare ; _ 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her, 
O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye fears, Til not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair ; 
Then Tl go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languith : 
With ſucceſs crown'd, Fll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the sky; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow. 


he _ — Qn 


Oer Bogie. 


ill a wa) abi my love, 
| I avill aavaꝰ ww? her, 
{ho' a' my kin had feuern and ſaid, 
PII oer Bogle aui her. 
If I can get but her conſent, 
I dinna care a ſtrae; 
Tho' ilka ane be diſcontent, 
 Awa' wr her Pl gae. 
J wwill awa', &c. 


For now ſhe's miſtris of my heart, 
And wordy of my hand, 

And well I wat we-ſhanna part 
For filler or for land. 

Let rakes delyte to ſwear and drink, 
And beaus admire fine lace, 

But my chief pleaſure is to blink. 
On Betty's bonny face.. 

4 will awa', &c. 
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( 64 ) 


There a' the beauties do combine, 
Of colour, treats and air, | 

The faul that ſparkles in her cen 
Makes her a jewel rare : 

Her flowing wit grves ſhining life 


To a' her other charms ; 


How bleſt I'll be, when ſhe's my wiſe, 


And lockt up in my arms ! 
1 will awa”, &c. 


There blythly will I rant and ſing, 
While o'er her ſweets I range, 

I'll cry, Your humble ſervant, King, 
Shamefa' them that wa'd change 


A kiſs of Betty, anda ſmile, 


Abeit ye wad lay down 


The right ye hae to Britain's iſle, 


And offer me ye'r crown. 


IT xwill aaba', &c. 


"I ** 


Oer the Moor to MA GG. 


ND Tll o'er the Moor to Mage 5 
Her wit and ſweetneſs call me, 
Then to my fair Fll ſhow my mind, 
Whatever may befall me. 
If ſhe love mirth, I'Il learn to fing ; 
Or likes the Nine to follow, 
III lay my lugs in P:ndu” ſpring, 
And invocate Apollo. 


If ſhe admire a martial mind, 

Fil ſheathe my limbs in armour ; 
If to the ſofter dance inclin'd, 
With gayeſt airs Pll charm her: 

If ſhe love grandeur, day and night 

PII plot my nation's glory, 

Find favour in my prince's fight, 

And ſhine 1 in future Rory, 


Beauty 


( 65) 
Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, 
Where wit is correſponding ; | 
And braveſt men know belt to pleaſe, 
With complaiſance abounding. 
My bonny Maggy's love can turn 
Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, 
If in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn, 
Which in my boſom blazes. 


— 


PoLWART on the GREEN. 


7 Polwart-on the green 
1f you'll meet me the morn, 
Where laſſes do convene 
To dance about the thorn. 
A kindly welcome you ſhall meet 
Frae her wha likes to vie“ 

A lover and a lad compleat, 

The lad and lover you. 


Let dorty dames ſay Na, 
As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the ſna', 
While inwardly they bleez ; 
But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 

And yield my heart to thee ; 

Be ever to the captive kind, 

T hat langs na to be free, 


At Pokwart on the green, 
Amang the new-mawn hay, 
With ſangs and dancing keen 
We'll paſs the heartſome day. 
At night, if beds be ver thrang laid, 
And thou be twin'd of thine, 
Thou ſball be welcome, my dear lad, 
Ta take a part of mine. 


Joux 


— 


( 66) 
JohN Har's bonny Lafie. 


Y ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Aft ery'd he, Oh hey! maun I ſtill live pining 
My ſell thus away, and darna diſcover 
To my borny Hay that I am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ſtranger 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae langer: 
Then I'll take a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, &er we part, my vows may content her, 


She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and fing, bidding day a good-mor- 
The {ward of the mead, enamel'd with daifies, (row: 


Look wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her graces. 


Put if ſhe appear where verdures invite her; 

The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the ſweeter : 
Tis heaven to be by, when i er wit is a flowing, 
Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a glowing. 


The mair that I gaze the deeper Pm-wounded ; 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded : 
Pm all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 

For a' my deſire is Hay's bonny lathe. 


* 


KATHARINE OGIE. 


S walking forth to view the plain, 
Upon a morning early, 
While May's ſweet ſcent did chear my brain, 
From flowers which grow ſo rarely : 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid, 
She ſhin'd tho it was fogie 
I ask'd her name : Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
My name is Katharine Ogie, 


I ſtood 


(699 

I ſtood a while, and did admire, 
To ſee a nymph fo ſtately ; | 1 
So brisk an air there did appear 1 
In a country maid ſo neatly : 
Such natural {weetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a lillie in a hogie; | 

Didna's ſelf was ne'er array'd 
Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 


* 
5 —— 
— > Arr I — 1 1 


Thou flow'r of females, beauty's Queen, 
Who ſees thee, ſure muſt prize thee; 
Tho' thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 
Thy handſome air, and graceful look, 
Far excels any clowniſh rogie 3; © 
'Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogre. 


O were I but ſome ſhepherd-ſwain ! 
To feed my flock beſide thee, 

At boughting-time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee ; 

I'd think myſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my club, and dogie, 
Than he'that hags his thouſands ten, 

Had I but Katharine Ozte. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 
And ſtateſmens dangerous ſtations: 
I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
I'd ſmile at conquering nations: 
Might I careſs and ſtill poſſeſs 
"This laſs, of whom m vogie ; 
For theſe are toys and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But I fear the Gods have not decreed 
For me ſo fine a creature, 
Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature. 


Clouds 


( 65) 


Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and fogie : 

Pity my caſe, ye powers above, 
Elſe I die for Katharine Ogie. 


* —_ 1 


nn 


Ann thou were my ain Thing. 


F race divine thou needs muſt be, 

Since nothing earthly equals thee 3 
For heaven's ſake, oh ! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee. 

Ann thou were my ain thing, 

1 xwould love thee, I would love thee ; 

Ann thou were my ain thing, 

How dearly would I love thee ! 


The Gods one thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can fave ; 
O ! for their ſake, ſupport a ſlave, 
Who only lives to love thee. 
Ann thou Were, &c. 


To merit I no claim can make, 
But that I love, and for your ſake, 
What man can name, I'Il undertake, 
So dearly do I love thee. 
Ann thou were, &C. 


My paſſion, conſtant as the ſun, 
Flames ſtronger ſtil}, will ne'er have done 
Till fates my threed of life have ſpun, 
Which breathing out, I'Il love thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 


( 69 ) 
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Like bees that ſuck the morning dew, *' 
Frae flowers of ſweeteſt ſcent and hew, 
Sae wad I dwell upo' thy mou, 
And gar the Gods envy me. 
Ann thou were, &C. 


Sae lang's I had the uſe of light, 

I'd on thy beauties feaſt my Foe, 

Syne in {att whiſpers through the night, 
I'd tell how much I loo'd thee. 


Ann thou were, &c. 


How fair and ruddy is my Fear, 
She moves a Goddeſs o'er the green; 
Were Ja king, thou ſhould be queen, 
Nane but my fell aboon thee. 
Ann thou were, &C. 


I'd graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 

Whilſt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 

Around my ftronger limbs ſhou'd twine, 
Form'd hardy to defend thee. 


Ann thou were, &C. 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining youth let's make our hay, 
Since love admits of nae delay, 
O let nae ſcorn undo thee. 
Ann thou were, &C. 
* + TE : 
While love does at his altar ſtand, 
Hae there's my heart, gi'e me thy hand, 
And, with ilk ſmile thou ſhalt command 
'The will of him wha loves thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 


| There's 


(70) 


There's my Thumb Ill nee beguzle thee. 


Y ſweeteſt NIay, let love incline thee, 
T' accept a heart which he deſigns thee 
And, as your conltant ſlave, regard it, 
Syne for its faithfulneſs reward it. 
* 11s proof a- ſhot to birth or money, 
But yeilds to what 1s ſweet and bonny ; 
Receive it then with a kiſs and a ſmily. 
There's my thumb it will ne'er beguile ye. 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are, 
Thy boſom white, and legs ſae fine are, 
That when in pools I {ee thee clean*em ; 
They carry away my heart between 'em. 

] with, and I wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 
O gin I had thee on a mountain, 

Tho' kith and kin and a' ſhou'd revile thee, 
There's my thumb Pl ne'er beguile thee. 
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Alane through flow'ry hows I dander, 

. Tenting my flocks left they ſhou'd wander, 
Gin thow'll gae alang, I'll dawt thee gaylic, 
And gi'e my thumb Fll ne'er beguile thee. 
O my dear laſſie, it is but daffin, | 
To had thy wooer up ay niff naffin. 

That na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely, 
O ſay, Yes, and I'll ne'er beguile thee. 


For the Love of EA N. 


OCKY ſaid to Feany, Fcany, wilt thou do't ? 
Ne'er a fit, quo' Feany, for my tochergood, 

For my tochergood, I winna marry thee, 
E'ens ye like, quo' Forny, ye may let it be. 
| | I hae 


(34 )) 


] hae gowd and gear, I hae land enough, 

J hae ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh, 
Ganging in a pleugh, and lingking o'er the lee, 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 


J hae a good ha” houſe, a barn anda byer, 

A ſtaek afore the door, Pi] make a rantin fire: 
Fi! make a rantin fire, and merry ſhall we be; 
And gin ye wanna take me, I can let ye be. 


Feany ſaid to Yocky, gin ye winna tell, 

Ye ſhall be the lad, Pil be the laſs my fell. - 

Ye're a bonny lad, and Tm a laſſie free, 

Ye're welcomer to take me than to let me be. Z. 


8 O N G, 
To the Tune of, Peggy, I muſt love thee, 


ENEATH a beech's grateful ſhade, 
Young Colin lay complaining 3 

He ſigh'd, and ſeem'd to love a maid, 

Without hopes of obtaining : 
For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, 

Tho' pity cannot move thee, 

Tho thy hard heart gives no relief, 

Let, Peggy, I muft love thee. 


Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, 
That thus you cruelly uſe him? 
If love's a fault, *tis that alone, | 
For which you ſhould excuſe him: 
*I'was thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this flame, 
This fire by which J languiſh ; 
Tis thou alone can quench the ſame, 
And cool its ſcorching anguiſh, 


For 
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For thee I leave the ſportive plain, TN 
| Whereev'ry maid invites me; 
For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only ſlights me: 
T his love that fires my taithful heart 
By all but thee's commended. 
Oh! would thou act fo good a part, 
My grief might ſoon be ended. 


T hat beauteous breaſt, ſo ſoft to feel, 
Seem'd tenderneſs all over, 

Yet it defends thy heart like ſteel, 
Gainſt thy deſpairing lover. 

Alas ! tho' it ſhould ne'er relent, 

Nor Colin's care e'er move thee, 

Yet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, _ 
My Peggy, I muſt love thee. . 


— 
ed 23 


Genty T1BBY, and ſonſy NELLY: 
To the Tune of, Tibby Fowler. in the Glen, 


IBBY has a ſtore o' charms, 
Her genty ſhape our fancy warms ; 
How ſtrangely can her ſma' white arms 
Fetter the lad who looks but at her; 
Frae'er ancle to her ſlender waſte, LT 
Theſe {ſweets conceal'd invite to dawt her; 
Her roſy cheek, and riſing breaſt, 
Gar ane's mouth guſh bowt fu' o' water. 


NE L LY's gawly, faſt and gay, 
Freſh as the lucken flowers in May ; 
Ik ane that ſees her, crys, Ab hey 
She's bonny ! O T1 wonder at her. 
The dimples of her chin and cheek, 
And limbs ſae plump invite to dawt her; 
Her lips ſae ſweet, and skin ſae ſleek, 
Gar mony mouths beſide mine water 
Now 


(23) 

Now ftrike my finger in a bore, 
My wyſon with the maiden ſhore, 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for, 

When theſe twa ſtars appear the gither, 
O love! why doſt thou gre thy fires 
Bae large, while we're oblig'd to neither? 
Our ſpacious ſauls immenſe dehires, 


And ay be in a hankerin ſwither. 


TIBBY's ſhape and airs are fine, 
And Nel};'s beauties are divine: 
But ſince they canna baith be mine, 

Ye Gods, give ear to my petition, 
Provide a good lad for the tane, 

But let it be with this proviſion, 
[ get the other to my lane, 

In proſpect plano and fruition, 


Up in the Arr. 


N OW the ſun's gane out o ſight, 
Beet the ingle, and ſnuff the light: 

In glens the fairies skip and dance, 
And witches wallop o'er to France. 

— in the air | 

my bonny mare, 

And I ſee her yet, and 14 yet. 

Up in, &c. 


The wind's drifting hail and ſna', 
 Ofer frozen hags, like a foot-ba' ; 
Nae ſtarns keek thro' the azure lit, 
Tis cauld, and mirk as ony pit. 
The man i' the moon 
Is carouſing aboon; 
D' ye ſee, d' ye ſee, d' ye ſee him yet? 
The man, &c. 
— 


(74) 


Take your glaſs to clear your een, 
*Tis the elixir heals the ſpleen, 
Baith wit and mirth it will inſpire, 
And gently puffs the lover's fire. 

Up in the air, 

_ It drives away care; | 
} . 8 Ha'e wr ye, ha'e wi ye, and ha'e wi' ye, lads, 
3, 10 Up in, &C. 


Steek the doors, keep out the froſt ; 
Come, Villie, gi's about ye'r toſt; 
Tilt, lads, and lilt it out, 

And let us ha'e a blythſome bout. 

Up wrt there, there, 

Dinna cheat, but drink fair : 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads, yet. 

Up wit, &c. | 


» 


yet. 
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Hy gar- rub her oer wi' Strae, 


IN ye meet. a bonny laſſie, 
Gre her a kiſs, and let her gae ; 
But if ye meet a dirty huſſy, 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi' ſtrae. 


Be ſure ye dinna quat the grip 
Of ilka joy, when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 


Sweet youth's a blyth and heartſome time z 
Then, lads and laſſes, while tis May, 

Gae pu' the gowan in its prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 


Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, 

When Ferny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 

Sa you, if ſhe 2 ony skaith. 


— 


Haith 


(792 | 

Haith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy rook ; 
Syne frae your arms ſhe'll rin away, 


And hide herſelf in ſome dark: nook. 


Her laugh will lead yow to the place, 
Where lies the happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen na- ſays are haff a grant. 


Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs: 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 

As taiken of a future bliſs. 


Theſe benniſons, Pm very ſure, 

Are of the Gods indulgent grant : 
Then, ſurly carles, whiſht forbear 

To plague us with your whinning cant. 


1— 
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PATIE aud PEGGY. 
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PATIE. 


Y the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, : 1 
And rowing eye, which ſmiling tells the truth, [ 
I gueſs, my laſſie, that as well as I, * 
| You're made for love, and why ſhould ye deny? 
| | PEGGY. ; 
But ken ye, lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, 1 
Ve think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done: 4 
The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r, 1 
Like unripe fruit, will taſte but hard and ſow'r. N 
| | PATII. | 1 
But when they hing o' er lang upon the tree, 2 
Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye: 4 
Red-cheeked you compleatly ripe appear, 4 


And I have thol'd and woo'd a Jang haff year. 
| & 3 —-- Poor. 


(70) 
PE Oer. 
Then dinna pu' me; gently thus I fa” 
Into my Patie's arms for good and a'“: 
But ſtint your wiſhes to this frank embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 


PATE. 
O charming armsfu'! hence, ye cares, away. 
Pll kiſs my treaſure a' the live lang day 
A' night I'll dream my kiſſes o'er again, 
Till that day come that ye'll be a' my ain. 


| en on ufs. 
Sun, gallop down the weſtlin skies, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe ; 
O laſh e og poſt time away, 
And haſt about our bridal day : 
And if he re weary'd, honeſt light, 
Sleep gin ye like à week that night. 


The Mill, Mil——O. 


ENEATH a green ſhadel fand a fair maid, 
Was ſleeping ſound and ſtill ——O; 

A' lowan wr love, my fancy did rove 
Around her with good will —O : 

Her boſom I preft ; but, ſunk in her reſt, 

Dhe ſtir'dna my joy to ſpill O: 

While kindly ſhe ſlept, cloſe to her I crept, 
And kiſs'd, and kiſs'd her my fill =—OQ, 


Cviig'd by command in Flanders to land, 
T* employ my courage and skill ——— O, 
Frae her quietly I ſtaw, hoitt fails and awa, 
For wind blew fair on the bill — O. 
Twa years brought me hame, where loud fraiſing fame 
Tald me with a voice right ſhill —O, 
My lats, like a fool, had mounted the ſtool, 
Nez kend wha had done her the ill —0. 


* 


Mair 
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1 
Nair fond of her charms, with my ſon in her arms, 
I ferlying ſpeer'd how ſhe fell —O. 
Wi' the tear in her eye, queth ſhe, Let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell - O. 
Love gave the command, I took her by the hand, 
And bad her a' fears expell —O, | | 
And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 
Wha had done her the deed myſell —O 


Aly bonny ſweet laſs, on the gowany gra's, 
Beneath the illing-hill — O0, 

If I did offence, I'ſe make ye amends 
Before I leave Peggy's mill ——O. 

O the mill, mil] — O, and the kill, Hil] , 
And the cogging of the wheel nn), 


| The fack and the freve, a that ye maun leave, 
And round witha fodper ree] —OQ, p 
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ColIN ond G RIS V parting. 
To the Tune of, Woe's my heart that 2ve ſhould ſunder. 


IT H broken words, and down-caſt eyes, 
\ Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender ; 
And, parting with his Grip, crys, 
Ah! woe's my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


To others I am cold as ſnow, 


But kindle with thine eyes like tinder : 
From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go; 
It breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


Chain'd to thy charms, I cannot range, 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 

Nor time nor place ſhall ever change 
My vaws tho! we're oblig'd to ſunder. 


1 


(78 ) 


The image of thy graceful air, 

And beauties which invites our wonder, 
Thy lively wit, and prudence rare, 

Shall ſill be preſent, tho' we ſunder. 


Dear nymph, believe thy ſwain in this, 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder; 
Then ſeal a promiſe with a kiſs, 
Always to love me tho' we ſunder. 


Ye Gods, take care of my dear laſs, 
'That as I leave her I may find her : 

When that bleſt time ſhall come to paſs, 
We'll meet again, and never ſunder. 


The Gaberlunzie-man, 


HE pawky auld carle came o'er the lee, 
Wi' many good e'ens and days to me, 
Saying, Goodwife, for your courteſie, 
Will ye lodge a filly poor man? 
The night was cauld, the carle was wat, 
And down ayont the ingle he ſat; 
My daughter's ſhoulders he gan to clap, 
And cadęily ranted and ſang. | 


O wow ! quo? he, were Jas free, 
As firſt when I ſaw this country, 
How blyth and merry wad I be! 
And I wad never think lang. 
He grew canty, and ſhe grew fain ; 
But little did her auld minny ken 
What tnir flee twa togither were ſay'n, 
When wooing they were ſae thrang. 


And O! quo' he, ann ye were as black, 
As eer the crown of my dady's hat, 
Tis I wad lay thee by my back, 
And awa' wi' me thou ſhou'd gang. 
; | And 


„ 
And O! quo ſhe, ann I were as white, 
As e'er the ſnaw lay on the dike, 
I'd clead me braw, and lady like, 
And awa' with thee I'd gang. 


Between the twa was made a plot; 
Fhey raiſe awee before the cock, 
And wilily they ſhot the lock, 

And faſt to the bent are they gane. 
Up the morn the auld wife raiſe, 
And at her leiſure pat on her claiſe ; 
Syne to the ſervants bed ſhe gaes, 

To ſpeer for the filly poor man. 


She gaed to the bed where the beggar lay, 

The ſtrae was cauld, he was away, 

She clapt her hand, cry'd, Waladay, 

For ſome of our gear will be gane. 

Some ran to coffers, and ſome to kiſts, 

But nought was ſtown that cou'd be miſt, 

She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt, 
I have lodg'd a leal poor man. 


Since nathing's awa', as we can learn, 

The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn, 

Gae butt the houſe, laſs, and waken my bairn, 
And bid her come quickly ben. 

The ſervant gade where the daughter lay, 

The ſheets was cauld, ſhe was away, 

And faſt to her goodwife can ſay, 
She's aff with the Gaberlunzie-man. 


O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 
And haſte ye find theſe traytors again; 
For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be ſlain, 
The wearifu' Gaberlunzie-man. 
Some rade upo' horſe, ſome ran a fit, 
Ihe wife was wood, and out o' her wit: 
She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd ſhe fit, 
But ay ſhe curs'd and ſne ban' d. 


E 4 


Mean 


(80) 


Mean time far hind out o'er the lee, 
Fu' ſnug in a glen, where nane cou'd fee, 
The twa, with kindly ſport and glee, 

Cut frae a new cheeſe a whang : 
The priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, 
To lobe her for ay, he gae her is aith. 
Quo? ſhe, to leave thee Fill be laith, 

My winſome Gaberlunzie-man. 


O kend my minny I were wi' you, 
IIlfardly wad ſhe crook her mou, 
Sic a poor man ſhe'd never trow, 

After the Gaberlunzie-man. 
My dear, quo' he, ye're yet o'er young, 
And ha' na lear'd the beggars tongue, 
To follow me frae town to town, 

And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 


Wi cauk and keel I'll win your bread, 
And ſpindles and whorles for them wha need, I 
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed, „1 
o carry the Caberlunzie O. 0 
III bow my leg, and crook my knee, g 
And draw a black clout o'er my eye, 
A cripple or blind they will ca' me, 
While we ſhall be merry and ſing. I. 


The Co R DIATL. 
Fo the Tune of, Where ſhall our Goodman ly. 


HERE wad bonny Arne ly? 
Alane na mair ye maun ly ; 

 Wad ye a goodman try? 

Is that the thing ye're lakang ? 


SHE. 


(81) 
f SHE. 

Can a laſs ſae young as I, 
Venture on the bridal tie, 
Syne down with a goodman ly ? 

I'm flee'd he keep me wauking, 
Never judge until ye try, 
Mak me your goodman, I 
Shenna hinder you to ly, 

And ſleep till ye be weary. 


S H E. 
What if I ſhould wauking ly, 
When the hoboys are gawn by, 
Will ye tent me when TI cry, 

My dear, Tm faintand iry ? 


H E. 
In my boſom thou ſha't ly, 
When thou waukrife art or dry, 
Healthy cordial ſtanding by, 
Shall preſently revive thee. 


Sa 8. 
To your will I then comply, 
Join us, prieſt, and let me try 
How TIl wi' a goodman ly 

Wha can a cordial give me.. 


— — 


Ero Bughts MU A RIO N. 


| TEE ye go to the ew-bughts, Aas ion, 
And wear in the ſheep wr me; 
Ihe ſun ſhines ſweet, my Marion, 
But nae half ſae ſweet as thee. 
O Marion's a bonnry laſs, 
And the blyth blinks in her eye; 
And Hin wad I marry Marion, 
Im Hlaries wad marry me. 


J I here's 


——— —ů 
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There's gow'd in your garters, Marion, 
And filk on your white hauſs-bane ; 
Fu' fain wad I kiſs my Marion 
At een when I come hame. 
There's braw lads in Zarrlaw, Marion 
Wha gape, and glowr with their eye, 
At kirk when they ſee my Marion; 
But nane of them lo'es like me. 


Pve nine milk-ews, my Marion, 
A cow and a brawny quey, 
Pll gre them a' to my Marion, 
Juit on her bridal day ; 
And ye's get a green ley apron, 
And waſtcoat of the London brown, 
And wow but ye will be vap'ring, 
Whene'er ye gang to the town. 


Tm young and ſtout, my Marion; 

Nane dances like me on the green ; 
And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 

III e'en gae draw up wi* Jean: 
Sae put on your pearlins, Marion, 

And kyrtle of the cramaſie; 


And ſoon as nry chin has nae hair on, 


I ſhall come weſt, and ſee ye. Q. 


"RY 
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The blythſome Bridal. 


V tet us @ to the bridal, | 
For there will be lilting there; 
For 7ocky's to be married to Maggy, 
The laſs wi' the gowden hair. 
And there will be lang-kail and pottage, 
And bannocks of barley-meal ; 
And there will be good ſawt herring, 
To reliſh a cog of good ale. 
H let us a' to the bridal, &c. 


And 
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And there will be Saney the ſutor, 
And Will wi' the meikle mou; 
And there will be Tam the blutter, 
With Andreao the tinkler, I trow ; 
And there will be bou'd-legged Robe, 
With thumbleſs Katie's goodman ; 
And there will be blue-cheeked Dowdze, 
And Lawrie the laird of the land. 
Fy let us, &C. 


And there will be ſow-libber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Vat i' the mill, 
Capper-nos'd Francie and Gibbie, 
'That wins in the how of the hill ; 
And there will be 4/after Sibbie, 
Wha in with black Be did mool, 
With ſnivelling Liih and Tibby, | 
The laſs that ſtands aft on the ſtool. 
Fy let us, &C. 


And Madge that was buckled to Steenie, 
And coft him grey breeks to his arſe, 
Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, 
Great mercy it happen'd na warſe: 
And there will be gleed Geordy Fanners, 
And K:r/ with the lilly-white leg, 
Wha gade to the ſouth for manners, - 


And bang'd up her wame in Mons-meg. 


E let us, &c. 


And there will be Judan Maclaaurie, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 

WY flae-lugged ſharny-fac'd Lawrie, 
And ſhangy-mou'd halucket Meg. 

And there will be happer-ars'd Nane, 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by name, 

Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Griþ, 
The laſs wi' the gowden wame. 

Hy let us, &c. 


E 6 


And 


» $ \ 


* 
* 
, af 
c FUN TI ire OO TT OE AAP om 0 ooo >. 


r 1 
r 
— 


r * : * af 


IDO. > — ow =y . G 
r rr 3 


(84 
And there will be Gira again-Gibbie, 

With his glakit wife Fenny Bell, I” 
And miſle-ſhinn'd Mungo Macapie, : 
The lad that was skipper himſel. 

There lads and laſſes in pearlings 

Will feaſt in the heart of the ha”; Js 
On ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 5 

That are baith ſodden and raw. 

H let us, &c. | 


* 


And there will be fadges and brachen, 
With fouth of good gabbocks of skate, 
Powſowdy and drammock, and crowdy, 
And caller nowt- feet in a plate, 

And there will be partans and buckies, 
And whytens and ſpeldings enew, 

With ſinged ſheep-heads, and a haggies, 
And ſcadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. 

Hy let us, &c, | 


And there will-be lapper'd-milk kebbucks, 
And ſowens, and farles, and baps, 

With ſwats, and well ſcraped*paunches, 
And brandy in ſtoups and in caps 

And there will be meal-kail and caſtccks, 
With skink to-ſup till ye rive, 

And roaſts to roaſt on a brander, 
Of flowks that were taken alive. 

H let us, &c. 


Serapt haddocks, wilks, dulſe and tangle; . 
And a mill of good ſniſhing to prie; 

When weary with eating and drinking, 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die. x 

Them fy let us a' te the bridal, 1 
For there will be liltim there, £ 

For Jocky*s to be married to Ma ggie, 

e laſs wi” the gowden heir. | Z. 
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The Highland Laddie: 
H E lawland lads think they are fine ;: 
But O they're vain and idly gawdy ! 
How much unlike that gracefu' mein, | | 
And manly looks of my highland laddie ? | 
O my bonny bonny highland laddie, | 

My handſome charming highland laddie ; 


May heaven ftill guard, and love reward '.. 4... 
Our lawland laſs and her highland laddie. _ 
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If I were free at will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 
With bonnet blew; and belted plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. | 


The braweſt beau in borrows-town, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him, he's but a clown; 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


O'er benty hill with him I'll.run, 
And leave my lawland kin and dady, 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, | 
He'll ſcreen me with his highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &C. | | 


A painted room, and filken bed, 4 
May pleaſe a lawland laird and lady; 
But I can kiſs, and be as glad 
| Behind a buſh in's highland plaidy. 
J} O my bonny, &C. 


Few compliments between us paſs, 
I ca' him my dear higtiland laddie, 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 
Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy. 
© my bonny, &c. 
x. | | Nate 
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Nae greater joy Il e'er pretend, | 

Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
While heaven preſerves my highland laddie. 
O my bonny, &c. | 


1 —»„ #_ 


ALLAN-WATER: 
Or, My Love ANN1E's very bonny. 


HAT numbers ſhall the muſe repeat? 

| What verſe be found to praiſe my Annie ? 
On her ten thouſand graces wait, | 
Each ſwain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 
Since firſt ſhe trode the happy plain, 

She ſet each youthful heart on fire ; 
Each nymph does to her ſwain complain, 

That Annie kindles new deſireG. 


This lovely darling deareſt care, 
This new delight, this charming Annie, 
Like ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 
When Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye. 
All day the am'rous youths conveen, 
Joyous they ſport and play before her ; 
All night, when ſhe no more is ſeen, 
In bliſsful dreams they ſtill adore her. 


Among the crowd Amyntor came, | 
He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie; 
His riſing ſighs expreſs his flame, 
His words were few, his wiſhes many. 
With ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, 
Kind ſhepherd, why ſhould I deceive ye ? 
Alas ! your love muſt be deny'd, | 
This deſtin'd breaſt can ne'er relieve ye. 


Young Damon came with Cupid's art, 

His wyles, his ſmiles, his charms beguiling, 
He ſtole away my virgin heart; 5 
Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing. : 

| Some 


(837) 


Some brighter beauty you may find, 
On yonder plain the nymphsare many 3 

Then chuſe ſome heart that's unconfin d, 
And leave to Damon his own Annie. "to 


The Collier . bonny Laſſie * 


THE collier has a daughter, 
And O ſhe's wonder bonny, 

A laird he was that ſought her, 

Rich baith in lands and money: 
The tutors watch'd the motion 
Of this young honeſt lover; 
But love is like the ocean; 

Wha can its depth diſcover ! 


He had the art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpeQed ; 

His airs fat round him eaſy, 
Genteel, but unaffected. 

The collier's bonny laſſie, 
Fair as the new blown lillie, | 

Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, . > 
Secur'd the heart of Villie. 


4 AN 


He lov'd beyond expreſſion 

The charms that were about her, 
And panted for poſſeſſion, 

His life was dull without her. 
After mature reſolving, 

Cloſe to his breaft he held her, 
In ſafteſt flames diſſolving, 

He tenderly thus tell'd her: 


My bonny collier's daughter, 
Let naething diſcompoſe ye, 
"Fs no your ſcanty tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 


For 
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For T have gear in plenty, 
And love ſays, tis my duty 

To ware what heaven has lent me, 
Upon your wit and beauty. 


Where HELEN Hes. 
To — in Mourning. 


 H! why thoſe tears in Nedh's eyes; 
Io hear thy tender ſighs and cries, 
't he Gods ſtand liſt' ning from the skies, 

Pleas'd with thy piety. 
To mourn the dead, dear nymph, forbear, 
And of one dy ing take a care, 8 
Who views thee as an angel fair, | 
Or ſome divinity. 


O be leſs graceful, or more kind, 
And cool this fever of my mind, a 
Caus'd by the boy ſevere and blind; 

Wounded I figh for thee ; 
While hardly dare I hope to riſe 
To ſuch a height by Hymer's ties. : 
To lay me down where Helen lies, 

And with thy charms be free. 


Then muſt T hide my love, and die, 
When ſuch a ſovereign cure is by ? 
No; ſhe can love, and I'll go try, 

Whate'er my fate may be, | 
Which ſoon I'll read in her bright eyes, | 
With thoſe dear agents I'll adviſe, | 
They tell the truth when tongues tell lies, 

The leaſt behev'd By me. 


1 


4 1 goNG. 


% 
7 
o 
* 
6 
# 
i 
3+ 
1 
7 
5 1 : 
8 
at 
1 
*; 
44 
1 
19 
in 
4 44 
[ | 
Ti 
1 
N 
: 


CT} - 
8 O N G. 


To the Tune of, Gallwfhiels. 


H the ſhepherd's mournful fate, 


When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languiſh, 


%o bear the ſcornful fair one's hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſn. 

Vet eager looks, and dying ſighs, 
My ſecret ſoul diſcover, 

While rapture trembling thro' mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her. 

The tender | gr the redning cheek, 
O'erſpread with riſing bluſhes, 

A thouſand various ways they ſpeak 


A thouſand various wiſhes. 


For oh ! that form ſo heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That artleſs bluſh, and modeſt air, 
So fatally _— , | 
Thy every look, — every grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee ; 

Till death o'ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes purſue thee. 
Then when my tedious hours are paſt, 

Be this laſt bleſſing given, 
Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in ſight of heaven. 


2 


To L. M. M. 


Tune, Rantin roaring Willie. 


MARY! thy graces and glances, 
Thy ſmiles ſo inchantingly gay, 
And thoughts ſo divinely harmonious, 
Clear wit and good humour diſplay. 


But 


(90) 


But ſay not thou'lt imitate angels 

Ought farrer, tho' ſcarcely, ah me ! 
Can be found equalizing thy merit, 

A match amongſt mortals for thee. 


Thy many fair beauties ſhed fires - 
May warm up ten thouſand to love, 
Who deſpairing, may fly to ſome other, 

While I may deſpair, bat ne'er rove. 
What a mixture of ſighing and joys 

This diſtant adoring of thee, 
Gives to a fond heart too aſpiring, 

Who loves in ſad filence like me? 


Thus looks the poor beggar on treafuare, 

And ſhipwreck'd on landskips on ſhore : 

Be ſtill more divine, and have pit; 
J die ſoon as hope is no more. | 

For, M 4 RY, my ſoul is thy captive, 
Nor loves, nor expects, to be Free 3 

Thy beauties are fetters delightful, 
Thy ſlavery's a pleaſure to me. 
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F IS. 


This is no mine ain Houle, 


HIS is not mine ain houſe, 
I ken by the rigging o't ; 
Since with my love P've changed vows, 
1 dinna like the bigging Ot, 
For now that I'm young Robze's bride, 
And miſtris of his fire-ſide, 
Mine ain houſe I'Il like to guide, 
And pleaſe me with the trigging o't. 


Then farewell to my father's houſe, 
- I gang where love invites me; 
The ſtricteſt duty this allows, 


When love with honour meets me. 


( 91) 


When Hymen moulds us into ane, 

My Robie's nearer than my kin, 

And to refuſe him were a fin, 
Sac lang's he kindly treats me. 


When I'm in mine ain houſe, 
True love ſhall be at hand ay, 
To make me ſtill a prudent ſpouſe, 
And let my man command ay; 
Avoiding il ka cauſe of ſtrife, 
The common peſt of married life, 
That makes ane wearied of his wife, 
And breaks the kindly band ay. 


— 
2 
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E T URN hameward, my heart, again, 
R And bide where thou was wont to be, 
'l'hou art a fool to ſuffer pain 

For love of ane that loves not thee: 
My heart, let be ſic fantaſie, 
Love only where thou haſt good cauſe ; 
Since ſcorn and liking ne'er agree, 
The fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


To what effect ſhould thou be thrall ? 
Be happy in thine ain free-will, 
My heart, be never beaſtial, 

But ken wha does the good or ill: 
At hame with me then tarry ſtill, 
And ſeerwha can beſt play their paws, 

And let the filly fling her fill, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws, 


Tho? ſhe be fair, I will not fenzie, 
She's of a kind with mony mae; 
Por why, they are a felon menzie 


That ſeemeth good, and are not ſae. 


— — 


Ent a Crum of thee ſhe faws. 
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My heart, take neither ſturt nor wae 
Fer Meg, for Marjory, or Mauſe, 


But be thou blyth, and let her gae, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


Remember how that Medea 
Wild for a fight of F a/or yied, 
Remember how young Creſſida 
Left Troilus for Diomede; 
Remember Helen, as we read, 
Brought Troy from bliſs unto bair waws : 
Then let her gae where ſhe may ſpeed, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


Becauſe ſhe ſaid I took it ill, 
For her depart my heart was fair, 
But was beguil'd ; gae where ſhe will, 

Beſhrew the heart that firſt takes care: 
But be thou merry late and air, 

This is the final end and clauſe, 
And let her feed and fooly fair, 

For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws.. 


Ne'er dunt again within my breaſt, 
Ne'er let her ſlights thy courage ſpill, 
Nor gie a ſob, altho' ſhe fneeſt, 
She's ſaireſt paid that gets her will. 
She gecks as gif I mean'd her ill, 
When the glaicks paughty in her braws; 
Now let her ſnirt and fyke her fill, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. Z. 


_—_} ll. — __ 


To Mris. E. C. 


Tune, Sae merry as we have been. 


OW Phebus advan on. high, 

Nae footſteps of winter are ſeen ; 
The birds carrol ſweet in the sky, 

And lambkins dance reels on the green. 


Thro 


N 


(93) 
Thro' plantings, by burnies ſae clear 
We — 2 pleaſure and health, 
Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, : 


Giving proſpects of joy and wealth. 


| Viewilka gay ſcene all around, 


That are, and that promiſe to be; 
Yet in them a' nathing is found 
Sae perfect, Elixa, as thee. 
Thy een the clear fountains excell, 
Thy locks they out- rival the grove ; 


When zephyres thoſe pleaſingly ſwell, 


Ilk wave makes a captive to love. 


The roſes and lillies combin'd, 
And flowers of maiſt delicate hue, 
By thy cheek and dear breaſts are out- nin d, 
Their tinctures are naithing ſae true. 
What can we compare with thy voice? 
And what with thy humour ſae ſweet? 
Nae muſick can bleſs with fic joys ; 
ure angels are juſt ſae complete. 


Fair bloſſom of ilka delight, 
Whoſe beauties ten thouſand out-ſhine ; _ 


| Thy ſweets ſhall be laſting and bright, 


Being mixt with ſae many divine. 
Ye powers, who have given fic charms 
To Eliza, your image below, 
O ſave her frae all human harms ! 
And make her hours happily flow. 


* 


*— 


My Dady forbad, my Minny forbad. 


HE N I think on y lad, 
I figh and am ſad, 
For now he is far frae me. 


My 


(94) 


My dady was harſh, 
My minny was ware, 
T hat gart him gae yont the ſea, 
Without an eſtate, 
That made him look blate ; 
And yet a brave lad is he. 
Gin ſafe he come hame, 
In ſpite of my dame, 
He'll ever be welcome to me. 


Love ſpeers nae advice 
Of parents o'er wiſe, 
That have but ae barn like me, 
That looks upon caſh, 
x As naething but traſh, 
That ſhackles what ſhou'd be free. 
And tho' my dear lad 
Not ae penny had, 
Since qualities better has he 
Abeit I'm an heireſs, 
I think it but fair is, 
To love him, ſince he loves me. 


* 


Then, my dear Fame, 
To thy kind Feanuie, 
Haſte, haſte hes i in Oer the ſea, 
To her wha can find 
Nae eaſe in her mind, 
Withouta blyth ſight of thee. 
Tho' my daddy forbad, 
And my minny forbad, 
Forbidden I will not be ; 
For fince thou alone 
My favour haſt won, 
Nane elſe ſhall e er get it for me. 


Yet them PII not grieve, 
Or without their * 
Gre my hand as a wife to 


Be 


Be content with a heart, 
That can never deſert, 
Till they ceaſe to oppoſe or be. 
My parents may prove 
Yet friends to our love, 
When our firm reſolves they ſee ; 
Then I with pleaſure 
Will yield up my treaſure, 
And a' that love orders to thee, 
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Tune, Steer her up, and had her gaun. 


| Steer her up, and had her gawn, 
AJ Her mither's at the mill, jo; ; 
But gin ſhe winna tak a man, 

I Een let her tak her will, jo. 

10 Pray thee, lad, leave ſilly thinking, 

| Caft thy cares of love away; 
Let's our ſorrows drown in drinking, 
'Tis daffin langer to delay. 


See that ſhining glaſs of claret, 
How invitingly it looks; 
Take it aff, and let's have mair o't, 
Pox on fighting, trade, and books. 
Let's have pleaſure while we're able, 
Bring us in the meikle bowl, 
Plac't on the middle of the table, 
And let wind and weather gowl. 


Call the drawer, let him fill it 
Fou, as ever it can hold: 
O tak tent ye dinna ſpill it, : 
Tis mair precious far than gold, 
By you ve drunk a dagen mnpers, 
Bacchus will begin tog 3 
Spite of Venus and her Mumpers, 
Drinking better is than love. 


Clout 


(96) 
Cubut the Caldron. 
4 * you any pots or pans, . 


Or any broken chandler? 


I ama tinkler to my trade, 
And newly come frae Flanders, 
As fcant of filler as of grace, 
Disbanded, we've a bad- run; 
Gar tell the lady of the place, 
Tam come to clout her caldron, 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Madam, if you have wark for me, 
TIl do't to your contentment, 
And dinna care a ſingle flie 
For any man's reſentment ;- 
For, lady fair, tho' I appear 
To every ane a tinkler, 
Vet to yourſell Im bauld to tell, 
I am a gentle jinker. 5 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Love Jubiter into a ſwan 
Turn' d for his lovely Leda; 
He like a bull o'er meadows ran, 
To carry aft Eurepa. 
Then may not I, as well as he, 
To cheat your Argos blinker, 
And win your love, like mighty Fove, 
Thus hide me in a tinkler. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Sir, ye appear a cunning man, 
But this fine plot — fail in, 
For there is neither pot nor pan 
Of mine you'll drive a nail in. 
Then bind your budget on your back, 
And nails up in your aprog, . 
For I've a tinkler under tas { 
That's us'd to clout my caldron. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


S 


(97). 
Ti he Malt-Man. 


HE malt-wian comes on Munday, 
He craves wonder fair, 
Cries, Dame, come 25 e me my filler, 

Or malt ye fall ne er get mair. 
I took him into the pantry, 
And gave him ſome good cock-bree, 
Syne paid him upon a gantree, 

As hoſtler wives ſhould do. 


When malt- men come for filler, | 

And gaugers with wands o'er ſoon, 

Wives, tak them a' down to the cellar, 
And clear them as I have done. 

This bewith, when cunzie is ſcanty, 
Will keep them frae making din, 


The fnackeſt of a' my kin. 


The malt-man i is right cunning, 
But I can be as flee, 

And he may crack of his winning, 
When he clears ſcores with me : 

For come when he likes, I'm ready; 
But if frae hame I be, 

Let him wait on our kind lady, 
She'll anſwer a bill for me. 


The knack I learn'd frae an auld aunty, | 


Bonny BRSS x. 
Tune, 5's Haggies. 


ESS?Y's beauties ſhine ſae bright, 


Were her many vertues fewer, 
She wad ever pive delight, 


And in 12 make me view her. 
F 


Bonny 
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Bonny Be, thee alane 3 
Love 1, naething elſe about thee: 

With thy comelineſs Im tane, 
And langer cannot live without thee. 


B ESSY's boſom's ſaſt and warm, 
Milk-white fingers ſtill employ'd, 


He who takes her to his arm, 


Of her fweets can nCeer be cloy'd. 
My dear Beh, when the roſes N 
Leave thy cheek, as thou grows aulder, 
Vertue, which thy mind diſcloſes, 
Will keep love frae growing caulder, 


BESSY's tocher is but ſcanty, 
Vet her face and ſoul diſcovers 
Theſe inchanting ſweets in plenty 


- Muſt intice a thouſand lovers. 


It's not money, but a woman 
Of a temper kind and eaſy, 
That gives happineſs uncommon, 
Petted things can nought but teez ye. 


hb —— — A 


Which Flora had adorned 


A I went forth to view the ſpring 


In raiment fair; now every thing 


The rage of winter ſcorned: 
I caſt mine eye, and. did eſpy 
A youth, who made great clamor: 
And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 
Ah ! omnia vincit aner. : 


Upon his breaſt he lay along; | 
Hard by a murm'ring river, 


And mournfully his doleful ſng 


With ſighs he did. deliver, 


„ * 


Ah! 


Ah! 45 s face and comely grace, wud 


Her locks that ſhine like lammer, 


For omnia vincit amor. 


Her glancy een like comets ſheen, ET 
The morning ſun out-ſhining, _ 
Have caught my heart in Cupid's net, 
And make me die with pining, _ 
Durſt Teomplain, nature's to blame, 
So curiouſly to frame her, 
Whoſe beauties rare make me with care 
Cry, omnia vincit amor. | 


Ye chryſtal ſtreams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be partners of my mourning, __ 
Ye fragrant fields and meadows wade, 

Condemn ker for her ſcorning: 
Let every tree a witneſs be, 
How juſtly I may blame her; 


Ye chanting birds, note theſe my Words, 


Ah !. oniiie Vincit amor. 


Had ſhe been kind as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been.admir'd, 
And been ador'd for vertues rare, 
WH of life now makes me tir'd. 
Thus ſaid, his breath begun to fail, 
He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer: 
He figh'd full ſore, and ſ.idno more, 


But omnia wincit amor. 


When I obſerv'd him near to death, 
I run in haſte to ſave him, 
But quickly he reſign'd his breath. 
So deep the wound love gave him. 
Now for her ſake this vowTll make, 
My tongue ſhall ay defame her, 
While on his herſe I'll write this verſe, 
Ah ! omnia vincit amor. TE 


Fa 


. 


Straight 


(100) 
Straight I coaſider'd in my mind 
Upon the matter rightly, 
And found, tho' Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in pith moſt mighty. 
For warlike Mars, nor thund'ring Fove, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 
Did ever prove the ſlaves of love, 
For omnia vincit amar. 


_ Hence we may ſee th' effects of love, 
Which gods and men keep under, 
That nothing can his bonds remove, 

Or torments break aſunder : | 
Nor wiſe, nor fool, need go to ſchool, 
To learn this from his grammar; 
His heart's the book where he's to loo 


For omnia wincit amor. . 


„*— — 
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+ The auld Wife beyont the Fire. 


I. 
HERE was a wife won'd in a glen, 

And ſhe had dochters nine or ten, 

That ſought the houſe baith but and ben, 
To find their mam a ſnifhing. 
The auld wife beyont the fire, 
The auld wife anieſt the fire, 
The auld wife aboon the fire, 

She died for lack of ſniſhing. 


IT. 


Her mill into ſome hole had fawn, 
Whatrecks, quoth ſhe, let it be gawn, 
For I maun hae a young goodman 
Shall furniſh me with ſniſhing. 

The auld wife, &c. 


( 101 ) 
Pe. 28 
Aer eldeſt dochter ſaid right bauld, 
Fy, mother, mind that now ye're auld, 
And if ye with a yonker wald | 
He'll waſte away your ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 
| = 2% | 
The youngeſt dochter ga'e a ſhout, 
O mother dear! your teeth's a' out, 
Beſides haff blind, you have the gour, 


Your mill can had nae ſniſhing. 
The auld wift, &c. 


Ve lied, ye limmers, cries auld mump. 
For I hae haith a tooth and ſtump, 
And will nae langer live in dump, 
By wanting of my ſaiſhing, f 
The auld wife, &c. © 


VI. » 
Thole ye, ſays Peg, that pauky flut, 
Mother, if you can crack a nut, 
Then we will a' conſent to it. C3 
That you ſhall have a ſniſhing, | 
The aald wife, &c. 


| VII. 
The auld ane did agree to that, 
And they a piſtol- bullet gat; 
She powerfully began to crack, _ 
| To won herſell a ſniſhing. f 
The auld wife, &c. 
LD | Braw 
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Note, Sniſhing in its literal meaning is ſnuff made of 
Tobacco ; but in this ſong it means ſometimes 
contentment, a husband, love, money, 6c. 
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( 102 ) 
VIII. 


Braw ſport it was to ſee her chow 't, 
And 'tween her gums ſac ſqueez and.row't, 
While frac her jaws the ſlaverflow!d, 


a And ay ſhe curs'd poor ſtumpy. 


The auld wife, & c. 


At laſt ſhe gae a deſperate PR | 
Which brak the lang tooth by the nee'z, 
And ſyne m 1 was at eaſe, 
But ſhe tint f ſniſhing. 
The auld ww, & 8 


K. 

She of the task began to tire, 
And frae her dochters did retire, 
Syne lean'd her down ayont che fire, 

And dyed for lack of ſniſhing. 

0 Wau, G... nar 4 

; XI. 
Ye auld wives notice well this truth, 
Aſſoon as ye're paſt mark of 3 
Neer do what's only fit for youth. 
And leave aff thoughts of ſniſhing : 

Elſe like this wife beyont the fire, 

Ve bairns againſt you will conſpire ; 

Nor will ye get, 7 ge hire, 


A young man with your ſriſbing. 


——_— 


Q. 


Tl] never love thee more. 


1 M.: dear and only love, I SHY, 
That little world of thee, 
= d by no other way, 
at pureſt monach :/ 
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For if confuſion have a 8 
Which virtu 

ens er „ 
And never love ae more. wit +67 if 32 K 


. 1 60 . YE 3 4 
As Hnander 5 reign, N kb. 
And Lill reign, alone, 
My thoughts did evermore TY 
A rival on my throne. 
He either fears his fate too much, | 
Or his deſerts are ſmall, e 
Who dares not put it to the touch. | 


To gain or-loſe it all. 


++ - * 
* 


But I will Teign, and govern ſtill, 
And always give the law, 
And have each ſubject at my will, r 
And all to ſtand in aw: | | 
But 'gainſt my batteries if Lſind * - 
Thou ſtorm, or vex me ſore, 4” 
As if thou ſet me as a blind, 
I'll never love thee more. 


And in the empire of thy heart, 
Where I ſhould folely be, 
If others do pretend a part, Ft | 
Or dares to ſhare with me: A 1 
Or committees if thou eredt, | A 
Or go on-ſucha ſcore, W 1 
Fll ſmiling mock at thy neglect, | 
And never love thee more. 


But if no faithleſs action ſtain 
Thy love and conſtant word, 
PII make thee famous.by my. pen, 
And glorious by my ſword. 
T1! ſerve thee in ſuch noble Wiſh. + og A AT 
As ne'er was known before; | Bs 
ll deck and crown thy head with bays 
And love thee more and more. 


12S | i 
F 4 The 1 


„ 


= a — = Q . _ a> l 

\ \ YL 

46 e he r * * 8 + 1.4 Mr 8 5 h + ** j — . 4 

— . oh en ers ures * 5 4 W * — oo on * by FPS? * i — _ 

de es 20>” ns — 
— — — — 2 * 2 2 I 2 * W 1 - a , 6 . TY. N * 

5 Gy - ht her * 1 _ 2 
- . — — — ——— — ms ' 2 — 


— . GAA a 


| Ard ſeek out my black bird, wherever be be 


In England my black bird and J were together, 


( 104 ) 


Ti he Black Bird, | 


U ON afair morning for ſoft bien, 
I heard a fair lady was making her moan, 
With ſighing and ſobing, and fad lamentation, 
Saying, My black bird moſt royal is flown. 
My thoughts they deceive me, 
Reflections do grieve me, 8 
And I am o'erburthen'd with fad miſery ; 3 
Yet if death ſhould blind me, NE 
As true love inclines me, | 
My black bird I'll ſeek out, wherever he be. 


Once into fair England my Black bird did flouriſh, 
He was the chief flower that in it did ſpring ; 
Prime ladies of honeur his perſon did nouriſh, 
Becauſe he was the true ſon of a ne bil 
But fince that falſe fortune, 
Which till is uncertain, 
Has cauſed this parting between him and me, 
His name Þ Il advance | 
In Spain and in France, 


The birds of the foreſt all met Winden | 
The turtle has choſen to dwell with the dove; 
And I am reſolv'd in foul or fair weather, 
Once in the ſpring to ſeek out my love. 
He's all my heart's treaſure, 
My joy and my pleaſure ; 
And juſtly (my love ) my heart follows thee, 
Who are conſtant and kind, 
And couragious of mind. 
All bliſs on my 8/ac4 bird, wherever he be. 


Where he was ſtill noble, and generous of heart, 
Ah ! wo to the time that firſt he went thither, 


Alas! he was ferc'd ſoon thence to depart. , 
- 73 


« 7207). 
In Scotland he's deem'd, 


And highly eſteem'd, 
In England he Gemech a | Han to be! 5 


Viet his fame ſhall remain - '* i 1 


In France and in Spain. 
All bliſs to my b/ach bird, wherever he be. 


What if the fowler my black bird has taken, 
Then ſighing and ſobing will be all my tune 3 
But if he is ſafe, I'Il not be forſaken, | 

And hope yet to ſee him in May or in June. 

For him through the fire, 

Through mud and through mire, 
III go; for Llove him to ſuch a degreg, 

Who is conſtant and kind, 

And noble of mind, | 

Deſerving all bleſkngs, wherever he be. 


z 


It is not the ocean can fright me with danger, 
Nor tho? like a pilgrim I wander forlorn, 
1 may meet with friendſhip of one is a ſtranger, 
More than of one that in Britain is born. 
I pray heaven fo ſpacious, 
To Britain be gracious, 


Tho) ſome there be odious to both him and me; 


Yet joy and renown, 
And laurels ſhall crown 


My Slacꝶ bird with e wherever he be. 


*** — — 
* 
* 


Take your auld Chat = you... 


N winter when the rain rain'd cauld 
And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 


And Boreas, with his blaſts ſae bauld, | a 


Was threatning a' our ky to kill: 
Then Bell my wife, wha loves na ri 3 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, 
Get up, 2 dman, fave Cromy's life, 
your auld cloak about ye. 


Fs 


My 


( 106); 
My Cromiè is an uſeful co Ft. 
And ſhe is come of a good kyne ;: 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairn's mou, 
And I am laith that ſhe ſhou'd tyne ; 
Get up, goodman, it is fou time, 
The ſun ſhines in the lift fac hie ; 7 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 
Go tak your auld eloale about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear; 

But now it's ſcantly worth a groat, 

For J have worn't this thirty year; 
Ler s ſpend: the gear that we have won,. 
We little ken the day we'll die: 

Then. Tl be proud, ſince I have ſworn. 
To have a new cloak about me. 


In days when our king Robert rang, 
His trews they coſt but haff a crown 3- 
He faid they were a. groat.o'er dear, 
And call'd the taylor thief and loun. 
He was the king that wore a crown, 
And thou the man of laigh degree, 
*Tis pride puts a' the country down, . 
Sac tak thy auld cloak about DES: 


Every land has its ain laugh, 
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool, 
Ihink the warld is a' run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule; 
Do ye not fee Rob, Joch, and Hab, 
As they. are girded gallantly, 
While I fit hurklen in the aſe; 
Pl have a new cloak about me. 


Goodman, I: wate tis thirty years, 
Since we did ane anither ken; 
And we have had between us twa, 

Of lads and bonny laſſes ten 


Now 


Now they are women grown and men, 


I wiſh and pray. well. r | 


And if you prove a goos ates nd nts 
E'en tak your au dak abou ye 1 


Bell my wife, ſhe loves na friſe: 10 
Put the wad guide me, if ſhe can, 
And to maintain an eaſy 0 l. 
I aft maun yield, hes. Im goodman : 
| Nought's to be won at woman's Bas 
Unleſs ye give her a the eat 4 
Then I'II leave aff where I gan, 4A 
And tak my auld cloak about me., 01 


ws — | v | D : . "TT" "Tk - —— 
Toe Quadruple Alliance. 
Tune, Fothy Sg and 89 


IF. San » Young, and 
J Are fill Ka heart's x, and Go. 
I ſing their ſangs by day, 

And read their tales at night. 
If frae their books I be, 
Tis dullneſs then with me; 
But when theſe ſtars appear, 
Jokes, ſmiles, and wit _ char. 


Swit with uncomcmon tile,” Tos — 
And wit that flo vs with aſs, 
Inſtructs us with a ſmile. 14 
And never fails to pleaſe. 
Bright Sandy greatly ſin 
Of 93 and 3 : 
He well deſerves the bays, 
And. _ Briton's praiſe. 
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While thus our Homer ſhines To ” 24 od 9 K 8 ene 
Correcs cheſe falſe defigns 3 ns IN A 
We puſh in love of fame. | 
Blyth Gay in pawky ſtrains, 
Makes villains, clowns, and ſwains 
Reprove, with biting leer, 7 
Thoſe i in a higher ſphere. 


Swift, Sandy, Yang, and Gay; my 
Long may you give delight; 3 
Let all the dznces bray, 
You're far above their ſpite : 
Such, from a malice ſour,” 
Write nonſenſe, lame and poor, 
Which never can ſucceed, 
For, who the traſh will read 2 


- 


42.8 e 55 8 
OS 


8 


* 2 
: 
* 


— 4 5 1 * 
N = a N * 
N — g . * N „ 7 
” 4 4? . - 
\ * 
. 251 * 4 7 - 
” . N . „ — x. 
, ( A 2 
* 4 
— — 2 Ps... 83 
X — * pe F » 


wy 
14 


: 
N 
rege 


, e 
an 
x 


7 
2 


> 
ie 
N « — A — 
a . . 
r 2 4 3 Þ - 
| Binn 
5 x H E . 


TEA-T A'B Tt 


MISSELLANV. 


PF 4 


She ſung—the youth attention gave, 

And charms on charms eſpies: 

Then all in raptures falls a laue, 
Both to her voice and eyes. 


Vo I. II. 


_— — 


To CLARINDA; 
A SONG, 


To the Tune of, I wiſh my Love were in a Maire, 


LEST as the immortal Gods is he, 
De youth wvho fondly fits hy thee, | 
And hears and ſees thee all the white * 
. ſmile, &c. — © 

So ſpoke and ſmil'd the eaſtern mail 
Like thine, ſeraphick were her charms, 

That in« Circaſias vineyards ſtray'd, 


And bleſt the wiſeſt monarchs arms. 


A thouſand fair of high deſert, 
Strave to enchant the amorous king 3 
But the Circaſian gain'd his heart, 
And taught the royal bard to ſing. 5 | 

re Clarinda 


| 48 ( 110 ) 
1 | Clariada thus our ſan inſpires, | 
'T i And claims the ſmooth and higheſt law. 
14 But while each charm our boſom fires, 
i Words ſeem too few to ſound her praiſe. | 
| Her mind in ev'ry grace complete, 
N To paint ſurpaſſes human skill: 
| Her majeſty, mixt with the ſweet, 
] Let ſeraphs ſing her ifthey will. 
| Whilſt wond'ring, with a raviſtvd eye, 
We all that's perfect in her view, | 
| Viewing a ſiſter of the sky, 

To whom an adoration's due. 


A 8 0 N G, 
To'the Tune of, 2 no more. 3 


—— to Lochaber, and farewell my Jean, 
Where heartſome with thee I've mony day been; 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 

We'll may be return to Lochaber. no more. 

Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on weir, 

Tho' bore on rough ſeas to a far * MCs 
Maybe to return to Lochaber no more. | 


Tho? hurrycanes riſe, and riſe every wind, 
- They'll ne er make a tempeſt like that in my. mhd. 
Tho loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's naething like leaving my love on the _ 
I To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pai 
+ By eaſe that's inglorious, no fame can be — 
a And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. fi. 


Then glory, my Feany,. maun plead my 3 a 
Iince honour commands me, how can I refuſe ?- 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, . 


And without thy favour I'd better not be. 
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And there I chanc'd by acc 


He gart the poor ſtand frae the door, 


(117) 


T gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 

And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſſy hame, | 
T1t bring a heart to thee with love running oder, 
And then Tl leave thee and Zochabey no more. 


— 
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Tl he auld Goodman. 


ATE in an evening forth I went, 
A little before the fun-gade down, 
ent, 
To light on a battle new begun. 
A man and his wife was fawn in a ſtrife, 
I canna well tell ye how it began; 
But ay ſhe wail'd her wretched: life, 


And cry'd ever, alake my auld goodman. 
b Wi Bm: 
Thy auld goodman that thou tells of, 
„ 2 kens ny was born.. 
Vas but a filly poor vag: La, 
And 1lka. 9 him to ſcorn ;. 
For he did ſpend, and make an end 
Of gear that his fore-fathers wan, 


sar tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 


ee SHE. 
My heart alake; is liken to break, 
When I think on my winſome Fobr, 
His blinkan eye, and gate ſae fre, 
Was naithing like thee, thou doſend drone, 
His roſie face, and flaxen hair, TE 
And a skin as white as ony ſwan, 
Was large and tall, and comely withall, | 
And thou'lt never be like my auld goodman. 
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902? dach deb 2 bf 
Why doſt thou pleen? I thee maintain, 
For meal and mawt thou diſna want: 
But thy wild bees I canna pleaſe, 
Now when our gear gins to grow ſcant. 
Of houſhold-ſtuff thou haſt enough, .) 
Thou wants for neither pot nor pan; 
Of ſiklike ware he left thee bare, 


Sae tell nae ma ir of thy auld goodman. 


SHE. 


Ves I may tell, and fret my ſell, 


To think on theſe blyth days I had, 
When he and I together lay 
In arms into a well- made bed. 
But now I ſigh, and may be ſad, 
Thy —_— is cauld, thy coleur wan, 
Thou falds thy feet, and fa's aſleep, | 
And thow'lt ne'er be like my auld goodman.. 


Then coming was the night ſae dark, 


And gane was a' the light of day ; 
The carle was fear d to miſs his mark, 
And therefore wad nae langer ſtay, 
Then up he gat, and he ran his way, 

I trow the wife the day ſhe wan, 


And ay the o'erword of the fray EY. 
Was ever, alake my auld goodman. 2. 
8. & MEE | | 


To the Tune of, Valiant Joc ny: 


On-a beautiful, but very young Lady. 


EAUTY from fancy takes its arms, - 
B And ev'ry common face ſome breaſt may move, 
Some in a look, a ſhape, or air find charms, + 
To juſtify their choice, 03 boaſt their love. 


But 


(113) 
- But had the great Apelles ſeen that face, 
When he the Cyprian goddeſs drew, 
He had neglected all the female race, 5 
Thrown his firſt Venus by, and copied you. * 
In that deſign, N 
Great nature would combine LL 
To fix the ſtandard of her ſacred r 
The charming figure had enhanc' d his fame 
And ſhrines been rais'd to Seraphina's name. 


IT. 


Bnt ſince no painter &er could take 

That fate which baffles all his curious art; 
And he that ſtrives the bold attempt to make, 

As well might paint the ſecrets of the heart. 
O happy'glaſs, Pl! thee prefer, ES of 4 
Content to be like thee inanimate, 

Since only to be gaz'd on thus by her, 
A better life and motion would create. 


Her eyes would infpire, _ So” 


And like Prometheus fire, 
At once inform the piece and give deſire, 1 
The charming phantom I would graſp, and dle 
Ol er all the orb, "though 3 in (nat moment Ge. 


| III. k 
Let meaner beauties fear the day, 70 — 
Whoſe charms are fading, and ſubmit to time; 
The graces which from them it ſteals away, 
It with a laviſh hand ſtill adds to thine, 
The god of love in ambuſh lies, 
And with his arms ſurrounds the fair, 
He points his conquering arrows in theſe eyes, 
Then hangs a ſharpned dart at every hair, 
As with fatal skill, | 
Turn which way you will, 
Like Eder's flaming ſword each way you kill ; 
So ripening years improve rich nature's ſtore, 
And gives perfection to 3 ore. P. 
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Loſs with a Lump of Land. 
IE me a laſs with a lump of land, 

And we for life ſhall gang the uber. | 
'Tho' daft or wiſe, I'll never demand, | 
Or black or fair, it maltna whether. 
Fm aff with wit, and beauty will fade, 

And blood alane is no W ane, 


But ſhe that's rich, her market's made, 
For ilka charm about her is killing. 


Gre me a laſs with a lump of land,. 
And in my boſom T'Il hug my, treaſure F 

Gin J had anes her g r in my hand. 
Should love turn dowf, it will find pleaſure. 


Laugh on wha-likes, but there's my hand, 


I- hate with poortith, t tho” bonny, to meddle, 
Unleſs they bring caſh, or a lump of land, 
They ſe never get me to dance to their fiddle, 


There's meilæle love in bands and bags. 
And filler and gowd's a ſweet rn org ; 
But beauty and wit, and vertue in rags, 
Have tint the art of gaining affe&tion : 
Love tips his arrows with woods and Ns 4 
And caſtles and riggs, and muirs and meadows, 
And naithing can eatch our modern ſparks, 
But well tocher'd laſles, or: era PE 
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| 2 
HE ſhepherd dani? 
Being weary'd with ſporty] 
He for a retirement 
To the woods did reſort. 
He threw by his clab, 
And he laid himſelf down ; | 
He envy'd no monarch, A 
Nor wilt'd for a crown. 


( 22g } 


| He drank of the burn, 1 


And he ate Fug che tree, 


Himſelf he enjoy d. 
And frae trouble was free. 

He wiſh'd for no nymph, 

Tho' never ſae fair, 

Had nae love or ambition, 


And therefore no care. 


But as he lay thus 


In an ev'ning ſae clear, = 


A heavenly ſweet voice' | 
Sounded ſaft in his ear: 
Which came frae a ſhady 


Green neighbouring grove, 
Where bonny Aer * 

Sat ſinging of love. 
Tv. 


He wander'd that way, 


And found whawas there, 


He was quite confounded - 
To ſet her ſae fair: 
He ſtood like a ſtatue, 

Not a foot cou'd he move, 


Nor knew he what griev d him; 


But he fear'd it was love. 


V. 
The nymph ſhe heheld him 


With a kind modeſt grace, ; 
Seeing ſomething that pleaſed her 


Appear m his face, 
With bluſhing a little 
She to him did fay, 


Oh ſhepherd ! what want ye, 


How came you this way? 
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VI. ; — 
His ſpirits reviving, ö 
He to her reply d, - 
I was ne'er ſae ſurpris'd 
At the ſight of a maid, 


Until 1 beheld thee 


From love I was free ; 
But now I'm ta'en captive, | | 
My faireſt, by thee. | Z. 


The CoMPL AINT, 


To B. J. G. 
To the Tune of, When abſent, Wc. 


HE N abſent from the nymph I love, 
Pd fain ſhake off the chains I Wear; 
But whilſt I ſtrive theſe to remove, 

More fetters I'm oblig'd to bear. 
My captiv'd fancy day and night 

Fairer and fairer repreſents. | 
Bellinda form'd for dear delight, 

But cruel cauſe of my complaints. 


All day I wander through the groves, 
And ſighing hear from ev'ry tree 

The happy birds chirping their loves, 
Happy _—_ with lonely me. 

When gentle ſleep with balmy wings 
To reſt fans ev'ry weary'd wight, 

A thouſand fears my fancy brings, 
That keep me watching all the night. 


Sleep flies, while like the goddeſs fair, 
And all the graces in her train, 
With melting ſmiles and killing air 
Appears the cauſe of all my pain. 
A while my mind delighted flies 
O'er all her ſweets with thirling joy, 
Whilſt want of worth makes doubts ariſe, 
That all my trembling hopes deſtroy. 5 
us 


( 139, 

Thus while my thoughts are fix'd on her, 
I'm all o'er tranſport and deſire ; - 
My pulfe beats high, my cheek appears 


All roſes, and mine eyes all fire. | 
When to my ſelf I turn my view, *_ 

My veins grow chill, my cheek leckey wan: 
Thus whilſt my fears my pains renew, 

I ſcarcely look or movea man. 


8 


. 7 


The young Laſs contra auld Man, 


HE. carle he came o'er the croft, 
And his beard new ſhaven, 

He look'd at me, as he'd been daft, 1 
The carle trows that I wad hae him. 5 
Howt awa, I winna hae him! 
Na forſooth, I winna hae him 
For a' his beard new ſhaven, _ 
Ne'er a bit will I hae kim. 


A ſiller broach he gae me nieſt, 
To faſten on my curtchea nooked, 
I wor'd a wi upon my breaſt; 
But ſoon alake ! the tongue o't crooked 3 
And ſae may his, I winna hae him, 
Na forſooth, I winna hae him 
An twice a bairn's a laſs's jeſt; 
Sae ony fool for me may hae him. 


The carle has na fault but ane; 

For he has land and dollars plenty ; 
But waes me for him ! skin and _ 

Is no for a plump laſs of wrenty. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him, 

Na forſooth, I winna hae him. 
What ſignifies his dirty riggs, 

And caſh Without a a man EY them. 


But 
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But ſhou'd my canker d dady gar 


Me tak him gainſt my inclination,” 
I warn the fumbler to beware, | 
That antlers dinna claim their lation.” X 
Howt awa, I winna hae him | 
Na forſooth, I winna'hae him! 
I'm flee'd to cracle the haly band, 
Sae lawty ſays, I ſhou d na hae him, 


— 


VERTUE and WII the Preſervati Ves 
of Love and BEAUTY, 


To the Tune of, Gillitraxnky. 


N. 
ONFESS thy love, fair bluſhing maid, 
For ſince thine eye's conſenting; 

Thy ſafter thoughts are a' betray'd, 

And naſays no worth tenting. 
Why aims thou to oppoſe thy mind, - 
With words thy with denying 3 
Since nature made thee to be kind, 

Reaſon allows complying. _ 


Nature and reaſon's joint conſent 
Make love a ſacred bleſſing, 

Then happily that time is ſpent, 
That's war'd on Kind careffing. 

Come then, my Katie, to my arms, 
Til be nae mair a rover; 

But find out heaven in 4 thy charms, 
And prove a faithful lover. 


SHE, 
What you defign by nature's law, 
Is fleeting inclination, 
That Vi — ip bewilds us a 
By its infatuation. | 
When that goes out, careſſes fea tine, 
And love's na mair in ſeaſon, 
Syne weakly we blaw up the fire, 
With all our boaſted reaſon. He. 


i | $7 | - Ta Way HEH 
The beauties of inferior caſt hos. 228 1128 
May ſtart this juſt reflection 
But charms like thine mann always laſt, 
Where wit has the protection. | 
Vertue and wit, like April ray s 
Make beauty rife the ſweeter; FEEL SH * ks = 
The langer then on'thee I gaze, vlan 
My love will grow completer. 
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75 the Lesen Tie opp ben. 
I was the charming month of May, MEPs. 
| When all the flow'rs were freſh and gay,, : 
One morning by the break of day, | 
Sweet Chloe, chaſte and fair, 


From peaceful ſlumber ſhe aroſe, | 4 
Girt on her mantle and her hoſe,” + 


„ * " — * : . : | - . : : 
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And o'er the flow'ry mead ſhe goes, 
Toe pur aire) 1 
Her looks ſo ſweet, ſo gay her mein, oy " 
Her handſome ſhape, and dreſs ſo clean, 1 
She lookt all o'er like beauties queen, | 'Y 
Dreſt in her beſt-aray, * 
The gentle winds, and purling ſtream 1 
Eſſay d to whiſper CHhπ⁊ s namen 6 i 
The ſavage beaſts till then ne'er_tame, wel 9 


Wild adoration paß. 
The feather'd people one might ſee, 3 
Parch'd all around her on a tree, "Ad 
With notes of ſweeteſt melody © _ — 
" They act a cheerf ul part. 


The dull ſlaves on the toilſome plow, 
Their wearied necks and knees do bow, 
A glad ſubjection there they vow, | + 


The 


(+ 120 ), 
The bleating flocks that then came by, 
Soon as the charming nymph wy py, 
They leave their hoarſe and ruful i | 
- And dance around the brooks. | 


The woods are lad, the meadows ſmile; pi; 

And Forth. that foam'd and roar'd ere while, 

Glides calmly down as ſmooth as oil, 
Thro' all its. charming 3 


The finny ſquadrons are content 

To leave their wat'ry element, 

In glazie numbers down they bent. 
They flutter all along. 


The inſects, and each e- thing, 
Join'd to make up the rural ring; - 
All frisk and dance, - if ſhe but ſing, 


And make a jovial throng. 


Kind Phebus now began to riſe, 
And paint with red the eaſtern skies, 
Struck with the glory of her eyes, 

_ He ſhrinks behind a cloud. 


Her mantle on a bow ſhe lays, 
And all her glory ſhe diſplays, 
She left all nature in amaze, 


And RO into the wood. X. 


* — 


Lady ANNE Bornwzl Lament. 


ALOW, my boy, ly ſtill ai ſleep, 
It grieves me ſore to hear thee weep 3 
It thowlt befilent, I'll be glad, 
Thy mourning makes my heart full ad. 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 
Balow, my boy, ly fill and ſleep, 
It grieves me fore to hear thee weep. 


Balow, 


( 121 ) 
| Balow, my darling, fleep a while, © 
And when thou walk then ſweetly ſmile ; 
But ſmile not as thy father did, 2 
To cozen maids, nay God forbid ; 
For in thine eye his look I ſee, ' 
The tempting look that ruin d me. 
Balaau, my boy, Kc. 
When he began to court my love, 
And with his ſugar'd words to move, 
His tempting face, and flatt' ring chear, 
In time to me did not appear ; 
But now I ſee, that cruel he + 
Cares neither for his babe nor me. 5 
Balu, my boy, &c. 


Farewell, farewell, thou falſeſt youth, 

That ever kiſt a woman's mouth, 

Let never any after me, 

Submit unto thy courteſy: 

For, if they do, O! cruel thou 

Wilt her abuſe, and care not how. 
Balow, my boy, &C. 


I was too cred'lous at the firſt, 

'To yield thee all a maiden durſt, 

Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, 1 

Thy faith unchang'd, unchang'd thy love? 

But quick as thought the change is wrought, 

Thy love's no more, thy promiſe nought. 4 
Balow, my bay, &c. 


I wiſh I were a maid again, 
From young men's flattery I'd refrain, 
For now unto my grief I find, | Fi 
They all are perjur'd and unkind : | 1 
Bewitching charms bred all my harms, 4 
Witneſs my babe lies in my arms. N 
Balow, my boy, &c. | ' 


1 take my fate from bad to worſe, 
That I mult needs be now a nurſe, 


G And J: 


'{ nan -.) 


And lull my young ſon on 22 lege: | 
From me, {weet orphan, take p. 
Balow, my child, 7 thy mother mk 
Shall wail as from all bliſs exil'd, 


Balow, my boy, &c. 


Balow, my boy, weep not for me, 

Whoſe greateſt grief's for wronging thee, 

Nor pity her deſerved ſmart, 

Who can blame none but her fond heart; 

For, too ſoon truſting lateſt finds, 

With faireſt tongues are falſeſt minds, 
Balww, my boy, &c. 


Balow, my boy, thy father's fled, 
When he the thriftleſs ſon has play'd, 
Of vows andoaths, forgetful he 
Prefer'd the wars to thee and me. 
But now perhaps thy curſe and mine 
Make him eat acorns with the ſwine. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


But curſe not him, perhaps now he, 
Stung with remorſe, is blefling thee ; 
Perhaps at death; for who can tell 
Whether the judge of heaven and hell, 
By ſome proud foe has ſtruck the blow, 
And laid the dear deceiver low. 

Balow, my boy, &C. 


T wiſh I were into the bounds, 5 

Where he lies ſmother'd in his wounds, 

Repeating, as he pants for air, 

My name, whom once he call'd his fair. 

No woman's yet ſo fiercely ſet, 

But ſhe'll forgive, tho' not forget. 
Baloæu, my boy, &c. 


If linen lacks, for my love $ "ES 
Then quickly to him would I make 
My ſmock once for his body meet, 
And wrap him in that "OY ſheet, 
Ah 


3 SE 
Ah me! how happy had I been, 
If he had ne' er been wrapt therein 


* 7 Y b — 
* * 
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Balow, my boy, I'll weep for thee; - 
Too ſoon, alake, thou'lt weep for me: 
Thy griefs are growing to a ſum, 
God grant tnee patience when they 
Born to ſuſtain thy mother's ſhame, 
A hapleſs fate, a baſtard's name. 

Balow, my boy, Iy till and fleeh, , 

It grieves me fare to hear thee weep. * 


+ 


come; 


SS NEE 
She raiſe and loot me in. 


'F HE night her filent ſable wore, 
And gloomy were the skies; 

Of glitt'ring ſtars appear'd no more 
T han thoſe in Nelh's eyes. 

When at her father's yate I knock d, 
Where I had often been, © © 

She ſhrowded only with her ſmock, 
Aroſe and loot mein. "= 


Fatt lock'd within her cloſe embrace, 
She trembling ſtood aſham'd ; 

Her ſwelling breaſt and glowing face, 
And ev'ry touch enflam'd. 

My eager paſſion I obey'd, 
Reſolv'd the fort to win; | 

And her fond heart was ſoon betray'd 
To yield and let me. 


Then, then, beyond expreſſing, 
Tranſporting was the joy 3 
I knew no greater bleſſing, 
So bleſt a man was I. 


G& 4 And 


( 124 ) 

And ſhe, all raviſht with delight, 

Bid me oft come again AE; 
And kindly vow'd, that ev'ry night - 

She'd rife and let me in. 8 


+ But ah! at laſt he prov'd wich bairn, 
And ſighing fat and dull, 

And I that was as much concern'd, 
Look'd een juſt like a fool. 

Her lovely eyes with tears ran oer, 
Repenting her raſh fin : 

She ligh'd, — curs'd the fatal hour, 
That &er ſhe loot me in, 


But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 

Or from ſuch beauty part : 

I lov'd her fo, I could not leave 
The charmer of my heart; 

But wedded, and conceal'd our crime: 
Thus all was well again, 

And now ſhe thanks the happy time 
That e'er ſhe loot me in oy 


—_— * 
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F Love's a ſweet Paſſion. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment ; 

If a bitter, O tell me whence comes my complaint ? 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould 1 complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know *cis in vain. 

Yet io pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
T hat at once it both wounds me, and tickles my heart. 


I graſp her hands gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate ſilence I make my love known. 
But oh! how I'm blefs'd when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love, 

When in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare * 
ow 


(ws) - | 
How pleaſing is beauty? how ſweet are the charms ? | 

How delightful embraces ? how peaceful her arms? 

Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

'Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above 30 

And to beauty's bright ſta ndart all heroes muſt yield, 5 

For 'tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair ** : 


* — a? 5 2 
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Joun OCHILTREE. . 


ONEST man John Ochiltree ; 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree, . 
Wilt thou come o'er the moor to me, 
And dance as thou was wont to do. 
Alate, alake ! F wont to do ! | 
Ohon, Ohon ! I wont todo 
Now wont to do's awvay frae ne, 
Frae filly auld John Ochiltree. 
Honeſt man Fohn Ochiltree, 
Mine ain auld Fohn Ochiltree; 
Come anes out o'er the moor to me, 
And do but what thou dow to do. 
Alake, alake! I dow todo! © 
Walaways ! I dow to do ! 
To whoſt and hirple o'er my tree, 
My bonny moor-powwt, is 4 1 may do. 


Walaways! John Ochiltree, 

For mony a time I tell'd to thee, 
Thou rade ſae faſt by ſea and land, 

And wadna keep a bridle hand ; 
Thou'd tine the beaſt, thy ſell wad die, 
My ſilly auld John Ochiltree. 
Come to my arms, my bonny thing, 

And chear me up to hear thee fing' ; 
Aud tell me der à wwe hae done, 


For thoughts maun new my lift fiſtain. 
G 3 Gae 


Gae thy ways Jobn Ochiltre, 
Hae done! it has nae fa af 
I'll ſet the beaſt in throw the land, 
She'll may be fa' in a better hand, 
Even ſit thou there, and think thy fill, 
For Tl do as I wont to do fill, Fn We 


** » 9 "I . — a. 
2 


8 0 N 1 


To the Tune of, Jenny beguil'd the W, . 


The auld chorus. 
Up fairs, dxun ftairs, 
Timber fairs fear me. 


Pm laith to by 4 night my lane, 
And Johny's bed ſae tear me, 


Mither dear, I *gin'to fear, 

O Tho Im baith good and bonny, 
I winna keep ; for in my ſleep 

I ſtart a dream of Fobmy. 
When Fohny then comes down the glen, 5 

To woo me, dinna hinder; 
But with content Si your conſent 3 + 

For we twa ne'er can finder, - 


WIE Better to marry, than miſcarry; 

489 For ſhame and skaith's the ak o't, + 

31 To thole the dool, to mount the ſtool, 

1 I downa bide to think ot; 

__ while tis time, I'll ſhun the crime, 
hat gars poor Epps gae Whinging, 

With "= rhe fow, Aa md ſae ber, 

To a' the bedrals bindging. 


Had Eppy's apron bidden down, 

The kirk Bad ne er a kend it; | 
But when the word's gane thro? the town, A 
Alake how can ſhe mend it | 


—p— ra oi ano. — — 
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(12750 
Now Jam maun face the miniſter, 
And ſhe maun mount the pillar; _ 
And that's the way that they maun gae, 
For poor folk has na filler. | 


Now ha'd yer tongue, my daughter young, 
Replied the kindly mither, 

Get Fohny's hand in haly band, 
Syne wap ye'r wealth together. 

I'm of the mind, if he be kind, 

Yell do your part diſcreetly 3 

And prove a wife, will gar his life, 33 
And barrel run right ſweetly. | 


N 
To the Tune of, Vat ye wha I met yeſtreen, &c. 


F all the birds, whoſe ten=ful throats 
Do welcome in the verdant ſpring, 

I tar prefer the Stirling's notes 

And think ſhe does moſt ſweetly ſing. 

Nor thruſh, nor linnet, nor the bird, 

Brought from the far Canary edaſt, 

Nor can the nightingale afford 

Such melody as ſhe can boaſt. | 


When Phebus ſouthward darts his fires, 
And on our plains he looks aſcance, 

The nightingale with him retires, 

My Stirling makes my blood to dance. 

In ſpite of Hyem's nipping froſt, 

Whether the day be dark or clear, 

Shall I not to her health entoaſt, 

Who makes it ſummer all the year. 


— 


„Then by thyſelf, my lovely bird, 

III ftroke thy back, and kiſs thy breaſt; 
And if you'll take my honeſt word, 

As ſacred as before the prieſt, 


7 | G 4 Fil 


( 1285) 3; 


PH bring thee where I will deviſe 

Such various ways to pleaſure bea, 

The velvet-fog thou will deſpiſe, IO. DUO res 
When on the downy-h;/ls with — ums 4. " 


To its own Tune, 


N January laſt, 
On munanday at morn, 

As through the fields I paſt, 

To view the winter corn, 
I looked me behind, | 

And faw come o'er the know, 
Ane glancing in her apron, _ 
With a bonny brent brow. 


I faid, Good morrow, fair maid 3 
And ſhe right courteouſly 

Return'd a beck, and kindly ſaid, 
Good day, fweet fir, to ou. 

I fpear'd, My dear, how far awa 

o you intend to gae. 

Quoth ſhe, I mean a mile or twa, 

Out o'er you broomy brae. 


it's. 


Fair maid, Tm chanlefu to my fate, 
To have fic company; 
For I'm ganging ſtraight that gate, 

Where ye intend to be. 

When we had gain a mile or twain, 
J faid to her, My dow, 

May we not lean us on this plain, 
And kifs your bonny mou. 


Kind 


( 1295) 
Kind Sir, ye Are a wi miſtane EFangatenmnn 
For I am nane of theſe, aas 7 1 7's iy - — | 
I hope ye ſome mair breeding ken, 
Than to ruffle womens claiſe : 
For maybe I have choſen ane, - - - ant nnd 
And plighted him my vow, 
Wha may do wi' me whathe likes, 
And kiſs my bonny mou. . 


H K. f 5 < 


Na, if ye are contracted, 
I hae nae maar to ſay: 
Rather than be rejected, 
I will gie o'er the play ; 
And chuſe anither will reſpect ; 
My love and on me rew ; „FV 
And let me claſp her round the neck, Rag” 
And kiſs her bonny mou. 


* 


SHE. 
O fir, ye are proud-hearted, 
And laith to be ſaid nay, 
Elſe ye wad ne'er a ſtarted . N cis 25-8, os 
For ought that I did ſay + Ll > £3 
For women in their modeſty | | 
At firſt they winna bow 3. + 
But if we like your company, | | v. 
We'll prove as kind as you. Z. 


Ss U N:G gs > 
To the Tune of, Il never leave thee. | 
O E day I heard Mary ſay, 1 
How ſhall I leave thee ?  _ 
Stay, deareſt Adonis, ſtay, 


Why wilt thou grieve me. —— 
PLS. G 5 Alas! 


(239) 
Alas ! my fond bas will break, 
If thou ſhould leave me. 
TIl live and die for thy ſake ; 
Yet never leave thee. 


Say, lovely Adonis, fay, + 
Has Mary deceived thee ? 
Did e'er her young heart betray - 
New love, that has griev'd thee 5 
My conſtant mind ne'er ſhall ſtray, 
Thou may believe me. 
Fl love the lad night and day, 
And never leave thee. 


Adonis, my charming youth, 
What can relieve thee ? 
Can Mary thy anguifh ſooth ! 
This breaſt ſhall receive thee. 
My paſſion can ne er decay, 
Never deceive thee : 0 
Delight ſhall drive pain away, 
Pleaſure revive thee. 


Bat 3 thee, leave thee, lad, 
How ſhall I leave thee ? 


I _— 
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[tt O ! that thought makes me ſad, 
Wh! F'lI never leave thee. | 
win Where would my Adonis fly ? 
11 | Why does he grieve me 
Alas ! my poor heart will 1 
If I ſhould leave . 


Sleepy Body, Drowſy Body. 


OMNOLENTE, Quai repente 
Vigila, vive, me tange. 
Somnolente, quæ ſo repente 
Vigila, vive, me tange, 


(131) 
Cum me ambiebas, 662% t $189 DIL, en 
Videri folebas Jen ses on wag 
Amoris negotiis aptus; | ? 455 £41k 2V 
At factus maritus, 4), 7665) ng 
Inn ledto ſopitus | 
Somno es, haud amore, tu captun. ; 


O ſleepy body, | 
And drowſy body,  » 
O wiltuna . to and turn thee : 
To drivel and drant, 
White Iügh and gaunt, 
Gives me good reaſon to ſcorn thee. 
When thou ſhouldſt be kind, 
Thou turns fleepy and blind, 
And ſnoters and ſnores far frae me. 
Wae light on thy face, 1 | 
Thy drowſy embrace a5 ii 
Is enough to gar me betray thee. „ 


of 
* 
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General LEsLY's March to Longmaſton 


Moor. 


Why the d— do ye na march! 
Stand to your arms, my lads, 
Fight in good order. 
Front about, ye musketeers all, 
Till ye come to the Eng/i/ border. 
Stand till't, — fight like men, 
True goſpel to maintain, 
The parliament blyth to ſee us a coming, 
When to the kirk we come, 
We'll purge it ilka room, 
Frae popiſb relicts, and a“ fie-innovations,” * 
That a' the warld may ſee, 
There's nane i' the right but we, 
EE Of the auld Scortſð nation. : av A ui 
- 1 G 6 Jenny | 


„(13229 
Jenny. ſhall wear the hood. 
Focky the fark of God; ' vo 1: 
And the kiſt fou of whiſtles, | 

That make fic a cleiro, 
Our pipers braw, | 1 an 
Shall hae them © nt hy beuhin 
Whate'er come on it. 
Busk up your plaids, my Iads, - 
Cock up your bonnets. 


March, march, &c. Z. 
„N 
To the Tune of, 71! gar ye be fain to follow me. 


DIE U for a while my native green plains, 
My neareſt relations, and neighbouring ſwains, 
Dear Nelly, frae theſe I'd ſtart eafily free, .) 
Were minutes not ages, while abſent frae thee. _ 
: N SHE. ; ; PF 

Then tell me the reaſon thou does not obey 
The pleadings of love, but thus hurries away; 
Alake, thou deceiver, oer plainly I fee, 
A lover ſae roving will never mind me. 

| LE Cd 

The reaſon unhappy, is owing to fate 
That gave me a being without an eſtate, 
Which lays a neceſſity now upon me, 
To purchaſe a fortune for pleaſure to thee: 

| SRE. . 

. Small fortune may ſerve where love has the ſway, 
Then 7ohny be counſel'd na langer to ſtray, 
For while thou proves conſtant in kindneſs to me, 
Contented T'll ay find a treaſure in the. 
| Hs. 


O ceaſe, my dear charmer, ele ſoon I'll betray 
A weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way 8 
© 


(13320 ” 
To fondneſs which may prove a ruin: to thee,, 
A pain to us baith, and diſhonour 20 me; 


Bear witneſs, ye forms, and witneſs, y e | flowers, 
Bear witneſs, ye watchful inviſible powers, 7 . 1 
If ever my heart be unfaithful to thee, IM 


* naithing . e'er ſmile _ me. : IF 


. * * * SY „ — —_—— 


2 
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8 8 N 6. 


To the Tata of, 
USK ye, busk ye, my bonny bride; 


Bust ye, busk.ye, my banny marrow 3 
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bride, | 

Bub and go to the braes of Yarrow 
There will we ſport and gather dew, _ 
Dancing while lavrock ſing the morning: 
There learn frae turtles to prove true; 

O Bell, ne&er vex me with thy ſcornung, 


To weſtlin breezes Flea yields tay ; 
And when the beams are kindly warming, , 
Blythneſs appears o'er all the fields, 
And nature looks mair freſh and charming. 
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
Tho' on their banks the roſes bloſſom, 
Yet haſtylie they flow to Ter, 8 — 
And pour their ſweetneſs in his boſom. - 


Haſte ye, haſte ye, my bonny Bell, 
Haſte to my arms, and there I'll guard thee, 
With free conſent my fears repel; | 
PII with my love and care reward thee. 
Thus ſang I ſaftly to my fair, ; 
_ Wha rais'd my hopes with kind relenting. 
O queen of ſmiles, I ask na mair, 
Since now my bonny Bell's conſenting. 


—— a — 
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( 134) 
Corn Riggs. are bom. 


Y Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is nev AD 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy. 

His thape is handfom, middle ſize ; 
He's Rately”! in his wawking ; 

The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe ; 
'Tis heaven to hear him tawking. 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 

That ſet my heart a glowing. 
He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony ; 
That gars me like to fing ſinſyne, 


O corn riggs are bouny. 


Let maidens of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtly ſhould be granting ; 
Then I'll comply, and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony 
He's free to touzle air or late, 
Where corn riggs are bonny. 


+ 


— 3 = — 1 — 1 7 
CROMLE T's Lill. 


IN CE all thy vows, falſe maid, 
3 _ ” nr, 
And m eart betray” * 
11 To fad deſpair, 
Into ſome wilderneſs, 
My grief I will expreſs, 
And thy hard heartedneſs, 
DO © cruel fair. 


— 


(135 ) 

Have I not graven our loves I 
| On every tree: _ * 
In yonder ſpreading groves, — 
5 Tho' falſe thou be: | 
Was not a folemn oath | 

Plighted betwixt us both, | 95 | 
Thou thy faith, I my troth, | [ 

| Conſtant to be. | 


Some gloomy place I'll find, 
Some doleful ſhade; 
Where neither ſun nor wind 
E'er entrance had: 
Into that hollow cave, | 
There will I figh and rave, 
Becauſe thou doſt behave 
So faithleſly. 


Wild fruit ſhall be my meat, 
TH drink the ſpring, 
Cold earth ſhall be my ſeat: _ 
For covering 
Fl] have the ſtarry sky 
My head to canopy, 
Until my ſoul on hy 
Shall ſpread its wing. 


TIl have no funeral fire, X 
Nor tears for me: 

No grave do I deſire, 

Nor obſequies : 
The courteous Red-brea/t he 
With leaves will cover me, 
And ling my ele 

With doleful voice. 


And when a ghoſt I am, 
Fll viſit thee, 

O thou deceitful dame, 
Whoſe cruelty 


« ( 136 2 
Has kilbd the kindeſt heart d 03,100 er! 
That e'er felt Cupid's dart, g: 
And never can deſert elk 101 gn > 
From loving the. 5 
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meill a to KeLs0 go. 
N I'll awa to bonny Taveed fide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, 
And he fall be mine, 


Gif ſae he incline, 
For I hate to lead apes below. 


While young and fair, 
Tl make it my care, 
To ſecure my ſell in a jo ; 

I'm no fic a fool 

To let my blood cool, 
And yay gae lead apes below. | 


Few words, bonny lad, 
Will eithly perſuade, 

Tho' bluſhing, I daftly ſay no, 

Gae on with your ſtrain, 

And doubt not to gain, 

F or I hate to lead apes below. 


Unty'd to a man, 

Do what e' er we can, 

We never can thrive or do.. 
Then I will do well. 
Do better wha will, MTs 
And let them lead apes below. 


Our time is precious, 
And Gods are gracions 


That beauties upon us beſtow ; 


"L438 


(1372): 
Ex: not to be thought, 88 
ot them for nonght, is Gi 4 : 
Or to be ſet up — now. u 3 


'Tis carried by votes, f 
Come kilt up yer coats 4 
And let us to Edinburgh go, | | 
May catch a 3 1 
And never lead * below. | 


a 


WILLIAM and MARGARET, | 


Au Old BALLAD. 


WAS at the fearful midnjght hour, 
When all werefaſt a ſleep, 

In glided Margaret s grimly ghoſt, 

And ſtood at William's 8 feet. 


Her face was pale like 4 1 morn, 
Clad in a wintry el 
And clay cold was her lilly hand 
That held her ſable ſhroud. 


So ſhall the faireſt * appear, - 
When youth and. years are flown : 
Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, 
When death has reft their crown. 
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Her bloom was like th& ſpringing lower 
That ſips the filver dew; | 
The roſe was budded in her cheek. ; 


Juſt opening to the view. 


But love had, like the canker worm, 
Conſum'd her early prime: 


The roſe grew ny and left her cheek ; 
ore her time. 


She 458 be FRY 
Awake 


(138) 
Awake ! — ſhe cry'd, thy true love calls, 
Come from her g grave: | 


Now let thy pity hear the maid, 
Thy love refus'd to fave. | 


This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur'd ghoſts complain, 

And aid the ſecret fears of night, 
To fright the faithleſs man. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, | 
Thy pledge and broken oath, | 
ve me back my maiden-vow, 


1 back my troth. 


How could you ſay, my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake ? 


How could you win my virgin heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break ? 


Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promife keep ? ?? 
Why ſaid you, that my eyes were bright, 
Yet left theſe eyes to oe ? 


How could you ſwear, my lip was ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? 


And why did I, young witleſs maid, | 
Believe the flatt ring tale? 


That face, alas! no more is fair; 
Theſe lips no longer red; 


Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, ; 
And every charm is fled. 


The hungry worm my ſiſter is ; 
This winding-ſheet I wear : 

And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till that laſt morn appear. 


"But 


4 CF ks * 
TEE: 
But hark !-- the cock has warn d me hence-- 
A long and late aWep';- IO 
Come ſee, falſe man! how low ſhe lies, 
That dy'd for love of you. 


The lark ſung out, the morning ſmil'd, 
And rais d her gliſt' ring head: 
Pale William quak'd jn every limb; 
Then, raving, left his bed. | 


He hy'd him to the fatal place 
Where Margaret's body lay, a 

And ſtretch'd him o'er the green graſs turf 
That wrapt her breathlel clay. 


And thrice he call'd on Margaref's name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore : | 


Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, I 
And word ſpoke never more. D. M. 
— —— em : 


We COMPLAINT. 


H E ſun was ſunk: beneath the hill, 
The weſtern cloud was lin'd with gold: 
Clear was the sky, the wind was ſtill, ; 
The flocks were pen'd within the fold ; 
When in the filence of the grove, 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love. 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe, 
From the hard rock or cozy beech 4 
Who from each weed that barren grows, 
Expects the grape or downy peach ? 
With equal faith may hope to find 

The truth of love in womankind. 


No flocks have I, or fleeey care, 
No fields that wave with golden grain, 
Na paſtures green, or gardens fair, 


* 


woman 5s venal heart to gain. 
| Then 
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( 149 ) 


Then all in vain my ſighs muſt nner 
Whoſe whole eſtate, alas ! is love. | 


How wretched is the faithful youth, 
Since womens hearts are bought and ſold 7 
They ask no vows of ſacred truth ; 2 | 
Whene'er they ſigh, they ſigh to gold. : 
Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove: 
Thus Pm ſcorn d. who have but love. 


To buy the gems of India's coaſt, 

What wealth, what riches would ſuffice 5 
Yet India's ſhore could never boaſt, 

The luſtre of thy rival eyes 
For there the world too cheap muſt prove; 
Can I then buy f ho have but love. 


Then, Mary, ſince nor gems nor ore 
Can with ; thy brighter ſelf compare, 
Be juſt, as fair, — value more, 
Than gems or ore, a heart ſincere: 
Let treaſure meaner beauties prove 3 R 
Who pays thy worth, muſt pay in t love, | X. 


S8 O N 8. 
To the Tune of, Montroſe's Lines, 


— 


Toſs and tumble thro” the night, 
And wiſh th approaching day, 
Thinking when darkneſs yields to light, 
Pl baniſh care away: 
But when the glorious ſun doth riſe, 
And chear all nature round, 
All thoughts of pleaſure in me dies; 
My cares do ſtill abound. 


(141) 
My tortur'd and uneaſy mind © 
Bereaves me of my reſt; _ = 
My thoughts are to all pleaſure blind, | 2 = 
With care I'm ſtill oppreſt : 1 WM 
But had I her within my breaſt, . | i 
Who gives me ſo much pain, 
My raptur'd ſoul would be at reft, 
Aud ſofteſt joys regain. _ 


I'd not envy the god of war, 
Bleſs d with fair Venus charms , 

Nor yet the thundring Fupiter 

In fair Alcmena's arms: a 
Paris with Helen's beauty bleſt, 
Wou'd be a jeſt to ne; 

If of her charms I were poſſeſt, 
Thrice happier wou'd I be. 


But ſince the Gods do not ordain 
Such happy fate for me, 
I dare not *gainft their will repine, 
Who rule my deſtiny. | 
With ſprightly wine I'Il drown my care, 
And cheriſh up my ſoul ; 
When e'er I think on my loſt fair, | 
Tl drown her in the bowl. I. H. Famaica. 


— Tn — 


The DECELVvER. 


IT H tuneful pipe, and hearty glee, 
Young Waty wan my heart; 
A blyther lad ye cou' dna ſee, 
All beauty without art. 
His winning tale 
Did ſoon prevail 
To gain my fond belief; 
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( 142) 
But ſoon the ſwain 
Gangs o'er the plain, 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 
And leaves me full of grief. 


Tho' Colin courts with tuneful ſang, 
Yet few regard his mane : 
The laſſes a' round Vaty thrang, 
While Colin's left alane: 
In Aberdeen 
Was never ſeen 
A lad that gave fic pain, 
He daily woos, 
And ftill purſues, 
Till he does all, till he does all, 
Till he does all obtain. 


But ſoon as he has gain'd the bliſs, 
Away then does he run, 
And hardly will afford a kiſs, 
9 To ſilly me undone: 
Bonny Kah, 
Maggy, Beatty; _ 
Avoid the roving ſwain; 
His wylly tongue 
| Be ſure to ſhun, | 
Or you, like me ; or you, like me, 7 
Like me will be undone. * 


— SUSAN, 


To the Tune of, Leader-haughs, 


, T. 
HE morn was fair, ſaft was the air, 


| All nature's fiveets were ſptin ng; 
The buds did bow with filver dew, ging 


Ten thouſand birds were finging: : 
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When 


(165) | 
When on the bent, with blyth content, 
Young Jamie ſang his marro-w , 


| Nae bonnier laſs e er tread the graſs 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. ' 


1 
How ſweet her face, where every grace 

In heavenly beauty's plants; 
Her ſmiling een, and comely mein 

That nae perfection wanted. 
Pl never fret, nor ban my fate, 

But bleſs my bonny marro-- | 
If her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, 

My mind ſhall ken nae forrow., 


| IIT. 

Yet tho? ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 
Of every charm inchanting, | 
Each good turns ill, and ſoon will kill 
Poor me, if love be wanting. 

O bonny laſs ! have but the grace 
To think, e'er ye gae furder, 
Your joys maun flit, if ye commit 

The crying fin of murder. 


IV. : 

My wand'ring ghaiſt will ne'er get reſt, 
And night and day affright ye 

5 But if ye re kind, with joy ful mind 

5 III ſtudy to delight ye. 8 8 

Our years around with love thus crown'd, 

From all thing joys ſhall borrow 3 

Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


| V. 
O ſweetetS VE 'tis only you 
Can make life worth my wiſhes, 
If equal love your mind can move 
10 grant this beſt of bliſſes. 
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(144) 
Thou art my ſun, and thy leaſt frown 
Would blaſt me in the bloſſom: _ 


Oo 


I' II flouriſh in thy boſom. 


But if thou ſhine, and make me thine, 


— 
Cowpon-KNnows. 


HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on N 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves, 


Around. the ews and lambkins feed, 


And muſick fills the groves. 
But my lov'd ſong is then the broom 


So fair on Cowdon-knows 3 
For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo ſoft a bloom 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart ; 

No ſhepherd e' er that dwelt on Taveed 
Could play with half ſuch art. 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Chat, 
The Fills and dales all round, 

Of Leader-haugbs and Leader-fide, 
Oh ! how I bleſs'd the ſound. 


Yet more delightful is the broom 
So fair on Cowden-tnows ; = 


For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom 


Elſewhere there never grows. 


Not Tiviot braces fo green and gay 
May with this broom compare, 
Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor the buſh aboon Tragzazy. 


More pleaſing far are Cowden-knows, 
My peaceful happy home, 
Where I was wont to milk my ews 


At even among the broom. 
5 ve 


{ x45.) 


Ye powers that haunt the woods and plains 


Where Tweed with Tiwiot flows, 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my loy'd Cowdon-knows. 


8 — W 
—— * 
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SAND and BETTY. 


ANDY in Edinburgh was born, 
As blyth a lad as &er gade thence : 
betty did Stafford. ſnire adorn = 
With all that's lovely to the ſenſe. 


Had Sandy ſtill remain'd at hame, 
He had not blinkt on Bezry's ſmile ; 
For why he caught the gentle flame 
On this fide Tweed full many a mile. 


She, like the ſragrant violet, 
Still flouriſh'd in her native mead : 
He, like the ſtream, improving yet 
The further from his fountain-head. 


The ſtream muſt now no further ftray ; 
A fountain fixt by Venus power 
In his clear boſom, to diſplay | _ 
The beauties of his bord'ring flower. 


When gracious Anna did unite 
Two jarring nations into one, 
She bade them mutually anite, 
And make each other's good their own. 


Henceforth let each returning year 
The roſe and thiſtle bear one item : 
The ehi/tle be the roſe's ſpear, 
Ihe ro/e the #hi/He's diadem. 
The queen of Britais's high decree, - 
The queen of love is bound to keep ; 
Auna the ſovereign of the tea, 
Venus the daughter of the deep. 
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Wien beauty freſh, and ever green. 
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Tune of, Laze's Gaddefein a Myrele Croue.- 


OW ſpring begins her ſmiling round, 

And laviſh paints th* enamell'd ground; 
The birds now lift their. chearful voice, % 
And gay on every bough rejoice : 
The lovely graces hand in hand 
Knit faſt in love's eternal band, 

With early ſtep, at morning dawn, 
'Fread lightly o'er the dewy lawn. 


Where'er the youthful {ers move, 


% 


They fire the ſoul to genial love: 


Now, by the river's painted ſide, 

The ſwain delights his country bride; 
While pleas'd, ſhe hears his artleſs vows, 
Each bird his feather'd conſort woos : 
Soon will the ripen'd ſummer yield 

Her various gifts to every field. 


The fertile trees, a lovely ſhow ! 
With ruby- tinctur'd birth ſhall glow ; 
Sweet ſmells from beds of lillies born 
Perfume the breezes of the morn : 
The ſmiling day and dewy night 
To rural ſcenes my fair invite; 

With ſummer ſweets to feaſt her eye, 
Yet ſoon, ſdon, will the ſummer fly. 


Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
To profit by th' inſtructive ſhow, 
Now young and blooming thou appears 
All in the flourith of thy years : 


The lovely bud ſhall ſoon diſcloſe 


To every eye the bluſhing role ; 


Now, now the tender ſtalk is ſeen 


my 


Put | 


. 9p) - 
But when the ſunny hours are paſt, 
Think not the coz*ning ſeene will laſt ; 
Let not the flatt'rer hope perſuade, - 
Ah ! muſt I fay, that it will fade ? 
For ſees the ſummer flies away, 
Sad emblem of our own decay! 


Now winter from the frozen north 
Drives ſwift his iron chariot forth. | 


His grizly hands in icy chains 
Fair Taweda's filver ſtream conſtrains. 

Caſt up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 
He wanders on the tops of Tart ; 
Behold his footſteps dire are ſeen 
Confeſt o'er ev'ry with'ring green; | 
Griev'd at the ſight, when thou ſhalt ſee. 
A ſnowy wreath to cloath each tree. 


| Frequenting now the ſtream no more, 
Thou flies, diſpleas d, the frozen ſhore, 
When thou ſhall miſs the flowers that grew 
But late, to charm thy ravilh'd view; 
Then ſhall a ſigh thy ſoul invade, 

And o'er thy pleaſures caſt a ſhade : 
Shall I, ah ! horrid ! wilt thou ſay, 
Belike to this ſome other day ? 

Yet when in ſnow and dreary froſt 
The pleaſure of the-fields is loſt, 

To blazing hearths at home we run, 
And fires ſupply the diſtant ſun ; 

In gay delights our hours employ, 

And do not loſe, but change our joy. 
Happy ! abandon every care, 

To lead the dance, to court the fair. 


To turn the page of ſacred bards, 
To drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 
In cities thus with witty friends 
In ſmiles the hoary ſeaſon ends. 
But when the lovely white and red 
From the pale aſhy cheek is fled, 
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Then wrinkles dire, and age ſevere 
Make beauty fly, we know not where, 


The fair, whom fates unkind diſarm, 
Ah ! muſt they ever ceaſe to charm ? 
Or is there left ſome pleaſing art 

To keep ſecure a captive heart ? 
Unhappy love ! may lovers ſay, 
Beauty, thy food, does ſwift decay; 
When once that ſhort-liv'd ſtock is ſpent, 
What 3s't thy famine can prevent? 


Lay in good ſenſe with gimeous care, 
That love may live on wiſdom's fare: 
Tho' extaßh with beauty flies, 

Eſteem is born when beauty dies. 
Happy the man whom fates decree 
Their richeſt gift in giving thee; 

Thy beauty ſhall his youth engage, 
Thy wiſdom ſhall delight his age. 
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Ho RACE, Book I. Ode 11. 
T» W. D. 
Tune of, Willy was a wanton Wag. 


& IL LY ne er enquire what end 
The Gods for thee or me intend ;- 
How vain the ſearch, that but beſtows 
The knowledge of our future woes : 
Happier the man that ne'er repines, 
Whatever lot his fate aſſigns, 8 
Than they that idly vex their lives 5 
With wizards and inchanting wives. 


Thuy preſent years in mirth employ, 
And conſecrate thy youth to joy; 
Whether the fates to thy old ſcore 
Hhall bounteous add a winter more, 


Or 
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Or this ſhall lay thee cold in earth 
That rages o'er the Pentland firth, 
No more with Home the dance to lead; 
Take my advice, ne'er vex thy head. 


With blyth intent the goblet pour, 

That's ſacred to the genial hour, 

In flowing wine ſtill warm thy foul, 

And have no thoughts beyond the bowl. 
Behold the flying hour is loſt, 

For time rides ever on the poſt, 

Even while we ſpeak, even while we think, 
And waits not for the ſtanding drink. 


Collect thy joys each preſent day, 
And live in youth, while beſt you may; 
Have all your pleaſures at command, 
Nor truſt one day in fortune's hand. 
Then Willy be a wanton wag, . 

If ye wad pleaſe the laſſes braw, 

At bridals then ye'll bear the brag,. 
And carry ay the gree awa'. 


The Wipow. 
HE widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
1 The widow can ſhape, and the widow: can ſew, 
And mony braw things the widow-can do ; 
Then have at the widow, my laddie. 
With courage attack her baith early and late, 
To kiſs her and clap her ye manna be blate; 
Speak well and do better, for that's the beſt gate 
To win a young widow, my laddie. 


The widow ſhe's youthfu', and never ae hair 

The war of the wearing, and has a good skair 

Of every thing lovely; ſhe's witty and fair, 

And has a rich jointure, my laddie. 

What cou'd you wiſh better your pleaſure to crown, 

Than a widow, the. bonnieſt toaſt in the town, 

With naithing, but draw in your ſtool and fit down, 
And ſport with the widow, my laddie; © 

| = 3 : Then: 
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Then tiller and killer with courteſie dead, 


Be heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed 
With a bonny gay widow, my laddie. 


For fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 
But ruins the wooer that's thowleſs and cauld, 
nit for the widow, my laddie. | 


Tho' ſtark love and kindneſs be all ye can plead ; 


Strike iron while tis het, if ye'd have it to wald, 


The Highland Laſſie. 


T* E lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco vey z 


Sae proud, they never can be kind 
Like my gocd humour'd hi bland laſſie, 
O my bonny, bonny highland J. 
17 hearty ſmiling 2 _ 
m_—_— never care make thee le 
bloom of youth ili 0h 
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mn 6 dia 
with motie, 
I'd tak my Katie but a 

| Bare-footed in her nec, 

O my benny, &c. 


Beneath the brier or brecken bur, 
Whene er I kiſs and court m dautie; 
Happy and blyth as ane wad wiſh, 

My flighteren heart gangs pittie· pattie. 

O my bonny, &c. 


- _ Ofer higheſt heathery hills P11 ſtenn 
With cockit gan and ratches tenty, 
To drive the deer out of their den, 
To feaſt my laſs on diſhes dainty. 
O . &c. 
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There's nane ſhall dare by deed or word 

»Gainſt her to wag a tongue or linger, 

While I can weild my truſty ſword, * | 
Or frae my ſide whisk out a whinger. 

O my bonny, &c. 


The mountains clad with purple bloom, wy | 
And berries ripe, invite my treaſure - . - 9 
To range with me; let great fowk gloom, ö 

While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure. 
O my bonny, bonny highland laſſie, 5 
My. lovely ſmiling highland laffe, 

May never care make thee leſs fair, 


Tat bloam of youth ſtill bleſs my laſſie. 
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Jacky blyth and gay. 
LYTH YFocky young aud y, 
B Is all my. heart's delight _ 
He's all my talk by Yo en 
And all my dreams by night. 
Tf from the lad I be. 


Tis winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
. 'Tis ſummer all the year. 


When I and Focky met 
Firſt on the flow'ry dale, 
Right ſweetly he me tret, 
And love was all his tale. 
Vou are the laſs, ſaid he, 
That ſtaw my heart frae me; 
O eaſe me of my pain, 
And never ſhaw diſdain. 


Well canmy Noch kyth 
His love and courtefie, 

He made my heart full blyth OR 
When he firſt ſpake to me. 


H 4 
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His ſuit I ill deny'd, 
He kiſs'd, and I comply'd : 
Sae Focky promi-'d me, 


That he wad faithful be. 


Pm glad when Focky comes, 

Sad when he gangs away ; 
Tis night when Focky glooms, 
But when he ſmiles tis day. 

When our eyes meet, I pant, 

I cofour, ſigh and faint ;. 
What laſs that wad be kind; 
Can better tell her mind ? : Q. 


1 
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Had away from me, Dox AL p. 


O Come away, come away, 

Come away wi' me, Fexny; 
Sic frowns I canna bear frae ane 

| _ Whaſe ſmiles anes raviſh'd me, Fenny - 
If you'll be kind, you'll never find 
That ought fall alter me, Feuny; 
For you're the miſtris of my mind, 

Whate'er you think of me, Jenny. 


Firſt when your ſweets enſlav'd my heart, 

You ſeem'd to favour me, FJeuny; 
But now, alas! you act part 

That ſpeaks unconſtancy, Jenny. 
Unconftancy is fic a vice, 

Tis not befitting thee, Jenny; 

It ſuits not with your virtue nice 

To carry ſae to me, Jenny. 


Her AN SWE R. 


Had away, had away, 
O Had away frae me, Donald ; 


Your heart is made o'er large for ane, 
It is not. meet for me, Donald : 


Some 


Ci 


come fickle miſtris you may find 
Will jilt as faſt as thee, Daa 

To ilka ſwain ſhe will prove kindjg - ** 
And nae leſs kind to thee, Donald,” 


But I've a heart that's naething ſuch, - 
Tis fill'd with honeſty, Donalds 
| T1] ne'er love mony, I'Il love much, 
Izhate all levity, Donalds. 
Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend 


Your heart is chain'd to mine, Donald. ;: 


For words of falſhood I'll defend, 
A roving love like thine, . Donald. 


Firſt when you courted, I muſt own 

I frankly favour'd you, Donald; 
Apparent worth and fair renown, 

Made me believe you true, Donald. 
Ilk virtue then ſeem'd to adorn 

The man eſteem'd by me, Donald; 
But now, the mask fallen aff, - I ſeorn 
To ware a thought on thee, Donald. 


And now, for ever, had away, 
Had away from me, Donalds; 

Gae ſeek a heart that's like your ain, 
And come nae mair to me, Donald 
For I'll reſerve my ſell for ane, 

For ane that's liker me, Donald; 
If fic a ane I'canna find. 
I'll ne'er loo man, nor thee, Donald. 


"WO 3A LJ) 
Then Tm thy man, and falſe report. 
Has only tald a lie, Jenny; | 
To try thy truth, and make us ſport; , 
The tale was rais'a by me, Jenny. 


„ - > ao 
When this ye prove, and ſtill can love, 
Then come away to me, Donald; 
Im well content, ne'er to repent 
That I have ſmil'd on thee; Donald. 
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Todlen hutt, and rodlen ben. 
7 HEN I've a ſaxpence under my thumb, 


Then Tl! get credit in ilka town: 
But ay when I'm poos they bid me gang by 


O! poverty parts good company. 


Todlin hame, tadlen hame, 


Coudna my love come todlin hame. 


Fair-fa* the goodwife, and ſend her good ſale, 
She gres us white bannocks to drink her ale, 
Syne if that her tippony chance to be ſma', 
Well tak a good ſcour o't, and ca't awa”. 

Todlin hame, todlen hame, : 

A's round as a neep come todlen hame. 


My kimmer and I lay down to ſleep, 
And twa pint-ſtoups at our bed's feet; | 
And ay when we waken'd, we drank them dry : 
What think ye of my wee kimmerand | ? 

Walen butt, and todlen ben, 

Sae round as my loxue comes todlen hame. 


Leez me on liquor, my todlen dow; 
Ye're ay ſae good humour'd when weeting your mou; 
When ſober ſae ſour, yell fight with a flee, 
That tis a blyth ſight to the bairns and me, 
When todlen hame, todlen hame, FT 
When round as a neep ye come todlen hame. . 


** 
ä 
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We auld Man's beſt Argument. 
To the Tune of, Widow, are ye wawwkin? 


Wha's that at my chamber door? 
*© Fair widow, are ye wawking? 
Auld carle, your ſuit give o'er, 
Vour love lyes a' in tawking. 85 
ie 


A, A. 
Gi'e me the lad that's young and tight, 
Sweet like an Apri/ meadow; © 
'Tis fic as he can bleſs the ſight, 
And boſom of a wido w 


« Owidow, wilt thou let me in, 
«© Pm pawky, wiſe and thrifty, _ 

« And come of a right gentle kin; 
« I'm little mair than fifty.” 

Paſt carle, dit your mouth, 
What ſignifies how pawky, _ 

Or gentle born ye be, — bot youth, 
In love you're but a gawky. : 


Then, widow, let theſe gumeas ſpeak, 
„That powerfully plead clinkan, 
And if they fail my mouth I'll eek, 
© And nac mair love will think on.” 
Theſe court indeed, 1 maun confeſs, 
I think they make you young, Sir, 
And ten times better can expreſs 
Affection, than your tongue, Sir. 


The peremptor Lover. 
To the Tune of, John Anderſon, 2% Je. 


, I'S not your beauty, nor your wit, 
T hat can my heart obtain; 
For they cou'd never conquer yet, 
Either my breaſt or brain : | 
For if you'll not prove kind to me, 
And true as heretofore, 
Henceforth 1'll ſcorn your ſlave to be, 
Or doat upon you more. 


Think not my fancy to o'ercome, 


By proving thus unkind; vl. 13 


No ſmoothed fight, nor ſmiling frown, 
Can ſatisſy my ming a ef. 563 
0 8 | Pra 
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Pray let Platonicks play ſuch ranks, 
Such follies I dende 8 


For love, at leaſt, I will have thanks, 
Aud ſomething elſe beſide. 
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Then open-hearted be with me, * 
As I ſhall be with you, . 
And let our actions be as free, 
As vertue will allow. 
F you'll prove loving, I'll prove kind * 
If true, I'll conſtant be; 
If fortune chance to change your mind, 
I'll turn aſſoon as you. 


gince our affections well ye know... 
In equal terms do ftand, 

"Tis in your power to love or no, 
Mine's likewiſe in my hand. 

Difpence with your auſterity, 
Unconſtancy abhor, 

Or, by great Cupid's deity, 
I'll never love you more. 


a 


What's that to you. 


Y Feary and I have toil'd 
The live-lang fimmer day, 
Till we amaiſt were ſpoiled. 
At making of the hay : 
Her kurchy was of holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bonny brow, 
Ewhiſpered ſomething in her ear ; 85 
But what's that to you ? 


Her ſtockings were of Ke green, . 
As tight as ony filk : 

O fic a leg was never ſeen, . 

Her skin was white as milk; 


To the Tune of, The glancing of ber Apron. 


Her 


W- 


A 

Her hair was black. as ane cou'd Wih᷑i33Z32 

And ſweet, ſweet was her mou, nt oy Ken 
Oh ! Feany daintylie can kiſs & 3 

But what's that to you ? ISO 09 OAT MRO LY 


The roſe and lilly baith combines: i Hired 4 
To make my Feany fair, . TOTES 4.0 
There is nae benniſon like mine, a 
I:have amaiſt nae care; 
Only I fear my Feany's face, 
May cauſe mae men to rew, 
And that may gar me lay, alas! 
But what's that to you ? 


Conceal thy beauties, if thou can 
Hide that ſweet face of thine, , 
That I may only be the man 
Enjoys theſe looks divine. . 
O do not proſtitute, my dear, . 
Wonders to common view, 
And I with faithful heart ſhall ſwear, . T 
For ever to be true. 


King Solomon had wives enew, 
And mony a concubine ; 
But IJ enjoy a bleſs mair true, 
His joys were ſhort of mine; 
And Feany's happier than . . ; 
She ſeldom wants her due, 
All debts of love to her I pay, | 3 
And what's that to you? Q.4%Y 
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To the abſent FLORIND AA. 


To the Tune of, Queen of Sheba's March. 


OM E, Florinda, lovely. charmer, 
Come and fix this wav'ring heart; 

Let thoſe eyes my ſoul rekindle, 

Ere Licel ſome foreign dart. 


, - 
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Ere my conſtant paſſion fail. 


( 158 Y 
Come, and with thy ſmiles ſecure me, 
If this heart be worth thy care, 


Favour'd by my dear Florinda, ' 
II be true, as ſhe is fair. | 904" 03: 251% 


Thouſand beauties trip around me 


And my yiel ling breaſt aſſail; 


Come and take me to thy — 


Come and, like the radiant morning, 
On my ſoul ſerenely ſhine, 
Then thoſe glimmering ſtars ſhall vaniſh, 
Loſt in ſplendor more divine. | : 


Long this heart has been thy victim, 
Long has felt the pleaſing pain, 
Come, and with an equal paſſion 


Make it ever thine remain. 


Then, my charmer, I can promiſe, 
If our ſouls in love agree 
None in all the upper 12 
Shall be happier chan we. 


Og 
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A Bacchanal S ON G. 
To the Tune of, Auld Sir Sy mon the King, 


OME here's to the nymph that I love! 
Away ye vain ſorrows, away: 

Far, far from my boſom be gone, 

All there ſhall be pleaſant and gay. 


Far hence be the {ad and the penlive, 
Come fill up the glaſſes around, 
We'll drink till our faces be ruddy, 
And all our vain ſorrows are drown'd. 


Tis done, and my fancy's exulting 
With every gay blooming deſire, 
My blood with brisk ardour is g:owinog, 
Sott Pleaſures my boſom inſpire. -» 


(159) 

My ſoul now to love is diſfolving, 
Oh fate ! had I here my fair charmer, 
T 'd claſp her, I'd clafp her ſo eager, 
Of all her diſdain Pd'difarm her.. 
But hold, what has love to do here 
With his troops of vain cares in aray-? 
Avaunt idle penſive intruder, 
He triumphs, he will not away. 


I'll drown him, come give me a bumper; 


Young Cupid, here's to thy confuſion —— 
Now, now, he's departing, he's vanquiſl'd, 
Adieu to his anxious deluſion. . 


Come, jolly God Bacchus; here's to thee; 


Huzza boys, huzza boys, huzza, . 
Sing Io, ſing Is to Bacchus 
Hence all ye dull thinkers withdraw. 


Come, what ſhou'd we do but be jovial, 
Come tune up your voices and ſing ; 
What ſoul is fo dull to be heavy, 
When wane ſets our fancies on wing. 


Come, Pegaſus lies in this bottle, 
He'll mount us, he'll mount us on high, 
Each of us a gallant young Perſeus, 
Sublime we'll aſcend to the sky. 


Come mount, or adieu, I ariſe, 
In ſeas of wide æther I'm drown'd, 
The clouds far beneath me are ſailing. 
I fee the ſpheres whirling around. 


What darkneſs, what ratling 1s this, 
Thro' Chaos dark regions I'm hurP'd, 
And now, — oh my head it is knockt 
Upon ſome confounded new world. 


Now, now theſe dark ſhades are retiring, 


See yonder bright blazes a ſtar, 
Where am I ? —— behgld the Empyreum, 


With flaming light ſtreaming from tar. 1: W. Q. 
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To the Tune af, A in the Downs. -. 
'X 7 HE N. beauty blazes heavenly bright, 


The muſe can no more ceaſe to ling, 
Than can the lark. with rifing.light, - 

Her notes neglect with drooping wing. 
The morning ſhines, harmonious birds mount hy: 
The dawning beauty ſmiles, and poets fly. 


% Ay 


Young Annie's budding graces claim 
ThH' inſpired thought, and ſofteſt lays, 
And kindle in the breaſt a fii:me, 
Which muſt be vented in her praiſe. 
Tell us, ye gentle ſhepherds, have you ſeen 
E*er one ſo like an angel tread the green? 


Ye youth, be watchful of your hearts; 
When ſhe appears, take the alarm : 
Love on her beauty points his darts, 
And wings an arrow from each charm. 
Around her eyes and ſmiles the graces ſport, 
And to her ſnowy. neck and breaſt reſort. 


Bat vain muſt every caution prove 3 _ 
When ſach inchanting ſweetneſs ſhines, 
The wounded ſwain mult yield to love, 
And wonder, tho' he hopeleſs pines. 
Such flames the foppiſh banerdy ſhou'd ſhun ; 
Ihe eagle's only fit to view the ſun. 


She's as the opening lilly fair ; 
Her lovely features are compleat ; 
Whilſt heaven indulgent makes her ſhare 
With angels all that's wiſe and ſweet. 
Theſe virtues which divinely deck her mind, 
Exalt each beauty of th' inferior kind. 
* Whether 


( 161 ) 
Whether ſhe love the rural ſcenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy town, 
O! happy he her favour gains, 
Unhappy ! if ſhe on him frown. 
The muſe unwilling quits the lovely theme, 
Adieu ſhe fings, an ' ar repeats her name. 
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A Paſtoral Song. 
To the Tune of, My Apron, Deary. 


JaMiE. 


"7 HILE our flocks are a feeding, 
And we're void of care, 
Come, Sandy, let's tune 
To praiſe of the fair : 
For, inſpir'd by my Suſie, 
TIl fing in ſuch lays, 
That Pan, were he judge, 
Muſt allow me the bays. 
SANDY. 
While under this hawthorn 
We ly at our eaſe, 
By a muſical ſtream, 
And refreſh'd by the breeze- 
Of a zephyr ſo gentle, 
Yes, Famzie, Tl! try 
For to match you and Suſſe, 
Dear Katie and J. 


3 


JAMIE. 
Oh ! my Suſie ſo lovely, 
She's without compare, 
She's ſo comely, ſo good, 
And ſo charmingly fair *: 
Sure, the Gods were at pains: 
To make ſo compleat. 
A nymph, that for love 
There was ne'er one ſo meet. 
ps 5 SANDY. 
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Oh ! my Katie's fo bright, 
She's ſo witty and gay; 
Love, join'd with the 3 
Around her looks play. 

In her mean ſhe's ſo graceful; 
In her humour ſo fre: 

Sure the Gods never fran'd 
A maid fairer tlian ſhe. . 


Janz. 


Had my Suſie been there, 
When the HHepberd declar d 


For the lady of Lemnos, 


She had loſt his regard: 
And, o'crcome by a preſence 


More beauteouſly bright, 


He had own'd her undone, 


As the darkneſs by light. . 


San 
Not fair Helen of Greece, 


Nor all the whole train, 
Either of real beauties, | 
Or thoſe poets feign, 


Cou'd be match'd with my Kal ie, 5 


Whoſe every ſweet charm, 
May conquer beſt judges, 
And coldeſt hearts warm. 


JAurE. 


Neither riches or honour, 
Or any thing great, 
Do I ask of the Gods ; 
But that this be my fate, 
That my Su/ie to all 
My kind wiſhes comply : 


For with her wou'd I live, 


And with her I wou'd die. 


(/162 3” 


SANDY. 
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SANDY. | & 
If the fates give me Katie, 
And her I enjoy, 
I have all my defires ; | 
Nought can me annoy : | ; . 


For my charmer has every 
Delight in ſuch ſtore, 

She'll make me more happy . 
Than ſwain e'er before. 


- 


Love will find out the Way, 


VER the mountains, 
And over the waves, 
Over the fountains, 
And under the graves 
Over floods that are deepeſt, 
Which do Neptune obey 3 
Over rocks that are ſteepeſt, 


Where: there- is: ne re 
For the glow-worm ta ly: | „ 
Where there is no ſpace 
For receipt of a fly ; 
Where the midge dares not venture, 
Leſt herſelf faſt ſhe lay: 
But if love come, he will enter, 
And ſoon find out his way. 


You may efteem him 
A child in his force; 

Or you may deem him 
A coward, which is worſe : 

But if ſhe, whom love doth honour, 
Be conceaPd from the day, 

Set a thouſand guards upon her, 
Love will find out the way. 


1 


1 


Some 


( 164 ) 

Some think to loſe him, 

Which is too unkind ; 
And ſome do ſuppoſe him, 

Poor thing, to be blind : | 7 
But if ne er ſo cloſe ye wall him, | 

Do the beſt that ye may, 
Blind love, if ſo ye call him, 

He will find out the way. 


You may train the eagle | | 
To ſtoop to your fiſt ; 
Or you may inveigle 
The phcenix of the eaſt ; 
T he lioneſs, ye may move her 
To give o'er her prey: 
But you'll never ſtop a lover, 
He will find out his way. 


To the Tune of, Tre the word laddie. 


S early I walk'd, on the firſt of ſweet May, 
Beneath a ſteep mountain, 
Beſide a clear fountain; 
I heard a grave lute ſoft melody play, 
Whilſt the Echo reſounded the dolorous lay. 


J liſten'd and look'd, and ſpy'd a young ſwain, 
With aſpect diſtreſſed, 
And ſpirits oppreſſed, 
 Seem'd clearing afreſh, like the sky after rain, 
And thus he diſcovered how he ſtrave with his pain: 


Tho' Eliſa be coy, why ſhould I repine, 
That a maid much above me, 
Vouchſafes not to love me ? 
In her high ſphere of worth I never could ſhine ; 
Then why ſhould I ſeek to debaſe her to mine? 


| 


— 


No: 


To, 
No: henceforth eſteem ſhall govern my defire, _ 
And, in due ſubjection, 
Retain warm affeftion ; 
To ſhew that ſelf-love inflames not my fire, 
And that no other ſwain can more humbly admire. 


When paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in my breaſt, 

T hen quiet returning, 

Shall huſh my ſad mourning ; 
And, lord of my ſelf, in abſolute reſt, 
Il hug the condition which heaven ſhall think beſt, 


Thus friendſhip unmixt, and wholly refin'd, 
May ſtill be reſpected, 
Tho' love is rejected: 
Eliſa ſhall own, tho' to love not inclin d, 
That ſhe ne'er had a friend like her lover reſign'd. 


May the fortunate youth who hereafter ſhall woo 
With proſp'rous endeavour, 
And gain her d&ar favour, 

Know, as well as I, what CE//a is due, 

Be much more deſerving, but never leſs true. 


Whilſt I, diſengag'd from all amorous cares, 
Sweet liberty taſting, 5 
On calmeſt peace feaſting, 

Employing my reaſon to dry up my tears, 

In hopes of heaven's bliſſes I'll ſpend my few years. 


Ye powers that preſide o'er virtuous love, 
Come aid me with patience, 
To bear my vexations 
With equal deſires my flutt'ring heart move, 
With ſentiments pureſt my notions improve. 


If love in his fetters e'er catch me again, 
May courage protect me, 

And prudence direct me: 5 
Prepar'd for all fates, remembring the ſwain, 
Who grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain, X 
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RoB's Jock. A very auld Bala. 


O B's Fack came to woo our Jen 
On ae feaſt day when we were 2. ; 


She brankit faſt and made her bonny, 


And ſaid, Fock, come ye here to woo ? 
She burniſt her baith breaſt and brou, 
And made her cleer as ony clock : 
Then ſpak her dame, — faid, I trou 
ve come to woo our Jenny, Fack. 


Jock ſaid, Forſuith, I yern fu' fain 
To luk my head, and fit down by you: 
Then ſpak her minny, and faid again, 
My bairn has tocher enough to gie you. 
Tehie ! qo Jenm, kick, kick, I ſee you: 
Minny, yon man makes but a mock. 
Deil hae the liers — fu leis me o' you, 
I come to woo your Ferry, qo Fock. 


My bairn has tocher of her awin ; 
A guſe, a gryce, a cock and hen, 
A ſtirk, a ſtaig, an acre ſawin, 
A bakbread and a bannock-ſtane ; ; 
A pig, a pot, anda kirn there-ben, 
A kame but and a kaming-ftock ; 
With coags and luggies nine or ten: 
Come ye to woo our Ferry, Fock ? 


A wecht, a peet-creel and a cradle, 
A pair of clips, a graip, a flail, 
An ark, an ambry, and a ladle, 
A. milſie, and a ſowen- pale, 
A rouſty whittle to ſheer the kail, 
And a timber-mell the bear to knock, 
Twa ſhelfs made of an auld fir-dale : 
Come ye to woo our Fenny, Fock? 


A furm, a furlet, and a peck, 

A rock, a reel, and a wheel- band, 
A tub, a barrow, and a ſeck, 

A ſpurtil- -braid, and an elwand. 


(16) 
Then Fock took Jenuy be the hand, 
And cry'd, a feaſt ! and ſlew a cock, 
And made a bridal upo' land. © 
Now I have got your Ferry, qo Fock. | 


Now dame, I have your dochter marri'd, 

And tho' ye mak it ne'er ſac tough, 
I let you wit ſhe's nae miſcarried, - 

Its well kend I have gear enough : 


Ane auld g:w'dgloyd fell owre a heugh, 


A ſpade, a ſpeet, a ſpur, a ſock ; © 
Withouten owſen I have a pleugh : 
May that no ſer your Jenny, qo Fock ? 


A treen truncher, a ram-horn ſpoon, 
Twa buits of barkit blafint leather, 
A graith that ganes to coble ſhoon, 
And a thrawcruik to twyne a teather, 
T'wa croks that moup amang the heather, 
A pair of branks, and a fetter lock, 


A teugh purſe made of a fwine's blather, 


To had your tocher, Fenay, qo Fack. 


Good elding for our winter fire, 

A cod of caff wad fill a cradle, 
A rake of iron to clat the bire, 

A deuk about the dubs to paddle, 
The pannel of an auld led-ſadle, 
And Reb my eem hetcht me a ſtock, 

Twa luſty lips to lick a ladle. ; 
May thir no gane your Fenny, qo Jeck? 


A pair of hames and brechom fine, 
And without bitts a bridle-renzie, 
A fark made of the linkome twine, 
A gay green cloke that will not ſtenzie; 
Mair yet in ftore——I needna fenzie, 
Five hundred flaes, a fendy flock ; 
And are not thae a wakrife menzie, 


To gae to bed with Jenny and Fock ? 
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Tak thir for my part of the feaſt, 
It is well ou I am well bodin : 
Ye need not ſay my part is leaſt, 
Wer they as meikle as they'r lodin. 
The wife ſpeerd gin the kail was ſodin, 
When we have done, tak hame the brok ; 
The roſt was teugh as raploch hodin, _ 
With which they feaſted Jenny and Fock. ” 


— 


A SONG. 
To the Tune of, A Rack and a wee pickle Tous. 


Have a green purſe and a wee pickle gowd, 
A bonny piece land, and planting on't, 
It fattens my flocks, and my bairns it has ſtow'ld ; 
But the beſt thing of a's yet wanting on't : 
To grace it, and trace it, 
And gie me delight; 
To bleſs me, and kiſs me, 
And comfort my ſight, 
With beauty by day, and kindneſs by night. 
And nae mair my lane gang ſauntring ou't. 
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My Chriſiy ſhe's charming and good as ſhe's fair ; 

Her een and her mouth are inchanting ſweet, 
She {miles me on fire, her frowns gie deſpair : 

I love while my heart gaes panting wi't. 

Thou faireſt, and deareſt, 7 
Delight of my mind, 
W hoſe gracious embraces 

By heaven were deſign'd , 
For happieit tranſports, and bliſſes refin'd, 

Nae langer delay thy granting ſweet. 
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For thee, bonny Chriſty, my ſhepherds and hynds, 
Shall carefully make the years dainties thine : 

Thus freed frae laigh care, while love fills our minds, 
Our days ſhall with pleaſure and plenty ſhine. 


; Then 


( 169 ) 


Then hear me, and chear me 
With ſmiling conſent, 
Believe me, and give me 
No cauſe to lament, 
Since I ne'er can be happy, till thou ſay, Content, 
Tam pleas'd with my Jamie, and he ſhall be mine. 


a 8 — 


8 
To its ain Tune. 

A I. TH O' I be but a country laſs, 

Yet a lofty mind I bear — O, 

And think my ſell as good as thoſe 
That rich apparel wear — O. 

Altho' my gown be hame-ſpun grey, 
My skin it is as ſaft — O, 

As them that ſatin weeds do wear, 
And carry their heads aloit — O. 


What tho' I keep my father's ſheep ? 

The thing that muſt be done — 0, 
With garlands of the ſineſt flowers, 

To ſhade me frae the ſun —QO. 
When they are feeding pleaſantly, 

Where graſs and flowers do ſpring —O, 
Then on a flowry bank at noon, 

I ſet me down and ſing ———Q. 


My Paiſly piggy, cork'd with ſage, 
Cane PEE) drink but thin ne? 
No wines do e'er my brain enrage, 
Or tempt my mind to fin —5 7 
My country curds, and wooden ſpoon, 
[ think them unco fine—O. 
And ona flowry bank at noon, 
I ſet me down and dine —O. 


Altho' my parents cannot raiſe 
Great bags of ſhining gold — O, 
Like them whaſe daughters, now-a-days, 
Like ſwine are bought and fold -O; 
1 ; 
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But firſt it bow'd and ſyne it brak, 


( 170 ) 
Yet my fair body it ſhall keep 
An honeſt heart within — O; 
And for twice fifty thouſand crowns, 
I value not a prin — 0. 8 


J uſe nae gums upon my hair, 

Nor chains about my neck —0. 
Nor ſhining rings upon my hands, 
My fingers ſtraight to deck — O; 
But for that lad to me ſhall fa', 

And I have grace to wed— O, 
PlI keep a jewel worth them a', 
I mean my maidenhead —O. 


If canny fortune give to me 
The man I dearly love =O, 
Tho' we want gear, I dinna care, 
My hands I can improve —O. 
Expecting for a bleſſing till 
Deſcending from above —O. 
Then we'll embrace, and ſweetly kiſs, 
Repeating tales of love —QO. | 2 


Waly, waly, gin Love be bonny. 
O0 Waly, waly up the bank, 
And waly, waly down the brae, 
And waly, waly yon burn: ſide, 
Where I and my love wont to gae. 
J lean'd my back unto an aik, 
I thought it was a truſty tree, 


Sae my true love did lightly me. 


O waly, waly, but leve be bonny, 
A little time While it is new, 


Zut when *tis auld it waxeth cauld, 


And fades away like the morning dew. 
O wherefore ſhou'd I busk my head ? 

Or wherefore ſhou'd I kame my hair ? 
For my true love has me forſook, 

And ſays he'll never love me mair. 


Now 


( 171 ) 
Now Arthur-Seat ſhall be my bed, ; 
The ſheets ſhall ne'er be fyPd by me, 
Saint Anton's well ſhall be my drink, 
Since my true love has forſaken me. 
Martinmas wind, When wilt thou blaw, . 
And ſhake the green leaves off the tree ? 
O gentle death, when wilt thou come ? 
For of my life I am weary. _ 


'Tis not the froſt that freez2s fell, 

Nor blawing ſnaw's inclemency ; 
'Tis not ſic cauld that makes me cry, 

But my love's heart grown cauld to me. 
When we came in by G/aſzaw town, 
We were a comely ſight toſee; - 
My love was cled in the black velvet, 

And I my ſell in cramaſie. | R 


But had I wiſt before I kiſs' d. 
That love had been ſae ill to win, 
Pd lock'd my heart in a caſe of gold, 
And pin'd it with a filver pin. 
Oh, oh ! if my young babe were born, 
And ſet upon the nurſe's knee, 
And. I my ſell were dead and gane, 
For a maid again Þll never be. 2. 


2 — 


The Loving Laſs and Spinning-wheel, 


A [ fat at my ſpinning-wheel, 
A bonny lad was paſſing by: 


1 view'd him round, and lik d him weel, 
For trouth he had a glancing eye. | 
My heart new panting, *gan to feel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


With looks all kindneſs he drew near, 
And till mair lovely did appear; 
| 1 2 
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( 172 ) 
And round about my ſlender waſte 
He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd : 
To kifs my hand, ſyne down did kneel, 
As I ſat at my ſpinning-wheel. 


My milk-white hands he did extol, 
And prais'd my fingers lang and ſmall, 
And ſaid, there was nae lady fair 
That ever cou'd with me compare. 
Theſe words into my heart did ſteel, 
But fill I turn'd my ſpinning- wheel. 


Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 

Yet he wad never be deny'd, 

But ſtill declar'd his love the mair, 

Until my heart was wounded fair : 
That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal, 

Vet ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 


My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel, 

My winnels and my ſpinning-wheel 

He bid me leave them all with ſpeed, 

And gang with him to yonder mead : 
My yielding heart ftrange flames did feel, 
Yet {till I turn'd my ſpinning- wheel. 


About my neck his arm he laid, 
And whiſper'd, Riſe my bonny maid, 
And with me to yon hay-cock go, 
I'Il teach thee better wark to do. 
In trouth I loo'd the motion weel, 
And loot alans my ſpinning- wheel. 


Amang the pleaſant cocks of hay, 
Then with my bonny lad I lay; 
What laſſie, young and ſaft as I, 
Cou'd fica handſome lad deny ? 
T heſe pleaſures I cannot reveal, 
That far ſurpaſt the ſpinning-wheel. 


On 


(13) 


On the Marriage of the R. H. Lord G4 


and Lady K— C—. 
A -N.6 


To the Tune of, The Highland Laddie. 


B IOAN Ius. 
OW all thy virgin-ſweets are mine, 


And all the ſhining charms that grace the e; 


My fair Melinda, come recline 
Upon my breaſt, while I embrace thee, 
And tell without diſſembling art, | 
My happy raptures on thy boſom : 
Thus will I plant within thy heart, 
A love that ſhall for ever bloſſom, 


Cruorvs. 


O the happy, happy, brave and bonny, 
Sure the Gods well pleas'd behold ye; 
Their work admire, ſo great, ſo fair, 
And well in all your joys uphold ye. 


MeLiNnDa.. 


No more I bluſh, now that I'm thine, 
To own my love in tranſport tender, 
Since that ſo brave a man is mine, 
To my Brigantius I ſurrender. 
By ſacred ties I'm now to move | 
As thy exalted thoughts direct me; 
And while my ſmiles engage thy love, 
Thy manly greatneſs Tall protect me. 


Chokus. 
O che happy, Cc. 
BRNIOA NV ius. 
Soſt fall thy words, like morning dew, 


New life on blowing flowers beſtowing ; 


Thus kindly yielding makes me bow 
To heaven, with ſpirit grateful glowing. 
13 


PFC 


(174) 
My honour, courage, wealth and wit, 
Thou dear delight, my chiefeft treaſure, 
Shall be imployed as thou thinks fir, 
As agents for our love and pleaſure. 


5 | CyoRUus. 
. O the happy, Ec. 
nw | MEerLinpa: - 

ih With my Brigantius J could live 

= In lonely cotts, befide a mountain, 
þ And nature's eaſy wants relieve 

. With ſhepherds fare, and quaf the fountain. 
of What pleaſes thee, the rural grove; 

WE) Or congreſs of the fair and witty, 
mn. Shall give me ple:iſure with thy love, 
F 2 1 In plains retir'd or ſocial city. 

1 Cxorvs. - 
„ O the happy, c. 1 | 
Y 9 Br1GANTIVUS. 


How ſweetly canſt thou charm my ſoul, 
O lovely ſum of my deſires ! 
T by beauties all my cares controul, 
Thy virtue all that's good inſpires. 
Tune every inſtrument of ſound, 
Which all the mind divinely raiſes, ' 
Till every height and dale rebounds, 
Both loud and ſweet, my darling's praiſes. 


CHORUS. 
O the happy, &c. 
_ Merrinvpa. 

Thy love gives me the brighteſt ſhine, 
My happineſs is now completed, 
Since all that's generous, great and fine, 

In my Brigantius is united; 5 
For which PI] ſtudy thy delight, 
With kindly tale the time beguiling, 
And round the change of day and night, 
Fix throughout life a conſtant ſmiling. 


 CHorvs, 2 | 
O the happy, Oc. | SONG. 


(175) 
N ©. 
To the Tune of, Moes my heart that aue ſhould ſund#. 
1 DIEU ye pleaſant ſports and plays, 


Farewel each ſong that was diverungs = 
Love tunes my pipe to mournful lays, 
I ſing of Delia and Damon's parting, 


Long had he lov'd, and long conceal'd 
Je dear tormenting pleaſant paſſion, 
Till De{ia's mildneſs had prevail'd 
On him to ſhew his inclination. 


Juſt as the fair one ſeem'd to give 
A patient ear to his love ſtory, 

Damon mult his Delia leave, 
To go in queſt of toilſome glory. 


Half-ſpoken words hung on his tongue, 
Their eyes refus'd the uſual meeting; 

And ſighs ſupply'd their wonted ſong, 
Theſe charming ſounds were chang'd to weeping. 


Dear idol of my ſoul, adieu: 

Ceaſe to lament, but ne'er to love me, 
While Damon lives, he lives for you, 

No other charms ſhall ever move me. 


Alas ! who knows, when parted far 
From Delia, but you may deceive her ? 

The thought deſtroys my heart with care, 
Adieu, my dear, I fear for ever. 


If ever I forget my vows, 

May then my guardian-angel leave me : 
And more to aggiavate my woes, 

Be you ſo good as to forgive me. H. 
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O'er the bills and far away. 


CKY met with Ferry fair, 
Aft be the dawing of the day; 
But Focky now is fu' of care, 
Since Jenny ſtaw his heart away: ba 

Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 

She proven has alake! unkind ; 

Which gars poor Joch often rue, 

That he e'er loo'd a fickle mind. 

And its oer the hills and far away.. 

Its &er the hills and far away, 
Its &er the hills and far away, 
The wind has blawn my plaid away. 


Now Focky was a bonny lad, 
As e'er was born in Scotland fair; 
But now, poor man, he's een gane wood, 
Since Fenny has gart him deſpair. 
LVoung Focky was a piper's fon, 
And fell in love when he was young ; 
But a' the ſprings that he cou'd play, 
Was ver the hills and far away, 
And its er the bills, &c. 


He ſung —— when firſt my Ferny's face 
I faw, ſhe ſeem'd ſae fu' of grace, 
2 With meikle joy my heart was fill'd, 
I hat's now alas ! with ſorrow kill'd.- 
Oh ! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
*T'wad put an end'to my deſpair. 
Inkead of that the is unkind, 
And wavers like the winter-wind. 
And iti o'er the hills, &C. 


Ah! cou'd ſhe find the diſmal wae, 
That for her ſake I undergae, 
She cou'd nae chuſe but grant relief, 
And put an end to @ my grief: . 
ut 


Cox) 
But oh ! ſhe is as fauſe as fair, 
Which cauſes a my ſighs and care; 
But ſhe triumphs in proud diſdain, 
And takes a pleafure in my pain. 
And its er the hills, &c. 


Hard was my hap, to fa' in love 
With ane that does ſae faithleſs prove. 
Hard was my fate to court a maid, 

That has my conſtant heart betray' d. 

A thouſand times to me ſhe ſware, 

She wad be true for evermair; 

But, to my grief, alake, I ſay, 

She ſtaw my heart and ran away, 
And ts ver the hills, &c. 


dince that ſhe will nae pity take, 
I maun gae wander for her ſake, 
And, in ilk wood and gloomy grove, 
Pli fighing fing, Adieu to love, 
Since ſhe is fauſe whom I adore, 
Vi! never truſt a woman more; 
Frae a' their charms P11 flee away, 
And on my pipe I'll ſweetly play, 
O'er hills and dales and far away, 
Out Ver the hills and far away, 
Out ver the hills and far away, 
The wind has blawn my plaid away. 
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JENNY NETTLES, 


AW ye Jenny Nettles, | 
Fenny Nettles, Fenny Netthes, 
daw ye Jenny Nettles, 
Coming frae the market ; 
Bag and baggage on her back, 
Her fee and bountith in her lap; 
Bag and baggage on her back, 
And a babie in her oxter. 


Be. 


I met 
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I met ayont the kairny, 


— 


Jenny Nettles, Feuny Nettles, 
Singing till her bairny, 
Robin Rattles's baſtard ; 
To flee the dool upo* the ſtool, 
And ilka ane that mocks her, 
She round about ſeeks Robin out, 
To ſtap it in his oxter. 


Fy, ſy ! Robin Rattle, 
Robin Rattle, Robin Rattle ; 
Fy, fy ! Robin Rattle, 
Uſe Jenny Nettles kindly : 
Score out the blame, and ſhun the ſhame, 
And without mair debate o't, 
Take hame your wain, make Jenny fain 
The leel and leeſome gate o't. 


— A _—__ —— 
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Jock 's fou and JENNY's fan. 
77 KY fou, Fenny fain, 


Fenny was nae ill to gain, 
She was couthy, he was kind, 
And thus the wooer tell'd his mind. 


Jenny T1l nae mair be nice, 
Gre me love at ony price ; 
I winna prig for red or whyt. 
Love alane can gre delyt. > 


Others ſeek they kenna what, 
In looks, in carriage, and a” that; 
Give me love, for her I court: 
Love in love makes a' the ſport. 


Colours mingl'd unco fine, 
Common motives lang finſyne, 
Never can engage my love, 
Until my fancy firſt approve. : 
b 


( 179) 
It is na meat but appetite 
That makes our eating a delyt 
Beauty is at beſt deceit ; | 
Fancy only kens nae cheat. 
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LEADER HAUGHS and YARROW, 


HEN Pbæœbus bright, the azure skies 
With golden rays enlightneth, . 

He makes all nature's heauties rite, 

Herbs, trees and flowers he quickneth : 
Amongſt all thoſe he makes his choice, 

And with delight goes thorow, 
With radiant beams and filver itreams, 

Are Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


When Aries the day and night 
In equal length divideth, 
Auld froſty Saturn takes his flight, 
Nae langer he abideth : 
Then Flora queen, with mantle green, 
Caſts aft her former ſorrow, 
And vows todwell with Ceres ſell 
In Leader Haughs and Yarrow, 


Pan playing on his aiten reed, "0 
And ſhepherds him attending, 

Do here reſort their flocks to feed, 
The hills and haughs commending ; 

With cur and kent upon the bent, 

Sing to the ſun, Good morrow, 

And ſwear nae fields mair plenſares yield, 

Than Leader Hangli and Yarrow. 


An houſe their ſtands on Leader ſide, 

Surmounting my deſcriving, 

With rooms ſae rare, and windows fair, 
Like Dedalus contriving : 
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Men paſling by, do aſten cry, 
In ſooth it hath nae marrow 5 
It ſtands as ſweet on Eeader ſide, 
As Newark does on Yarrow. 


A mile below wha liſts to ride, 
They'll hear the mavis ſinging ; 

Into St. Leonard's banks ſhe'll bide, 
Sweet birks her head o'er hinging : 
The lintwhite loud, and progne proud, 

With ranetul throats and narrow, 
Into St. Leonard's banks they ſing, 
As ſweetly as in Jarrow. 


The lapwing lilteth o'er the lee; 
With nimble wing ſhe ſporteth, 
But vows ſhe'll flee tar frac the tree 
Where Philomel reſorteth : 
By break of day, the lark can ſay, 
TIl bid you a good morrow, 
I'Il ſtreek my wing, and mounting ſing, 
O'er Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 
f 


Park, Wantan-waws, and Wooden-cleagh, 
The eaſt and weſtern Mainſes, 

The wood of Lauder”s fair enough, 
The corns are good in Blainſbes, 

Where aits are fine, and ſald be kind, 
'That if ye ſearch all thorow 

Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 
Than Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


nn Burn Mill-bog and White/ſade ſhaws, 

The fearful hare ſhe haunteth, 

Brig-haugh and Braidword/heil ſhe knaws, 
And Chapel-wood frequenieth ; 

Yet when ſhe irks, to Kaidſiy birks 

She rins and ſighs for ſorrow, | 

That ſhe ſhou'd leave ſweet Leader HaugF;, 
And cannot win to Jarrow, | 
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What ſweeter muſick wad ye hear, 
Than hounds and beigles crying? 

The ſtarted hare rins hard with fear, 
Upon her ſpeed rely ing. | 

But yet her ſtrength, it fails at length, 
Nae bielding can ſhe borrow 

In Sorrel's field, Cleckman or Hag's, 


And ſighs to be in Tarroav. 


For Rockwood, Ringwood, Spoty, Shag, 
With fight and ſcent purſue her, 
Till ah ! her pith begins to flag, 

Nae cunning can reſcue her. | 
O'er dub and dyke, o'er ſeugh and ſy ke, 
She'll rin the fields all thorow, | 
Till fail'd ſhe fa's in Leader Haughs, 

And bids farewell to Yarrow. 


Sing Er/lington and Cowdentnows, 
Where Homes had anes commanding ; 

And Drygrange with thy milk-white ews, 
Twixt Tweed and Leader ſtanding : 

The bird that flees throw Reeaparh trees, 
And Gled/wood banks ilk morrow, 

May chant and fing, Sweet Leader Haughs, 
And bonny howms of Yarrow. | 


But minſtrel Burn cannot aſſwage 
His grief, while. life endureth, 
To ſee the changes of this age, 
That fleeting time procureth 3 
For mony a place ſtands in hard caſe, 
Where blyth fowk kend nae forrow,, 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader ſide, 
And Scots that dwelt on Yarrow. 


For the Sake of Somebody. 


\OR the ſake of ſomebody, 
F For the ſake of ſomebody 
cou d wake a winter-night, 


For the ſake of ſomebody : 


2 22 


2 
— 


* 
* 
Ts 
, 34 
ON 4 
q : 
; | 
» $ 
L . 
* | C 
1 
F 
A N 
5 
1 * 
— 
l , 
G " : 
” o N = < 
| . tf 
0 
= : 
b q 
o 1H. 
| * : 5 
= U ? ö 
ma 119 
\ +. : 
oe 1. 
9 * 4 
5 1 
1 128 
3- i 
1 3 
: , 
q ; 6 
i ; 134 | 
x 6 1 
N N ; 
bl ' 
a 
22 4 
N 2 1 
nn 25 
1 = 2 
gd f 
% 1 
n 
1 & v 
* >. | , 
by i 
2 1 4 
S I - 4 I 1 
1 77 „ + 
\ 5 e 3 
BE oY 9 . 
1 1 
LAS, 1 
9 cf FI 
4% 15 3,008 . 
| IRR. : 
7: + 
13 1 4 
3 1 5 
d 
3s . L 
x 2 5 7 0 
r 
S I 1 F 
'- © + 
_ 
.- 
- * 
18 „ 
* 5 
N 11 
4 6 
f * * 
4 oy 
1 
2499 
"1 8 


» {0 
1 
© BJ 
q tY 
h * 

3; 0 
WS 
Be '* 
: 
* 


— 


2 
— — 


— 
> 


* — y Ws _ Me - _— 
. £ — — — — — 

— wo x I — 
—— — - 4 * 


anne 


rr ny Eine 
— A I 


— 7 
EI 


— 
N r 


U 


. ihr e 


= «+ 
1 1 
— * 1 2 * 
* — 
3 _— 
— 


—— — 


M "wt wr "i — 5 E 4 I 
— - — _. - _ . 3p + — 02 0 
cs 1 5 at - 0 5 
4 A I > SM Y 2 5 — „ K N 2 4 — 1 . a = e 
A, y ba perks * * — r - - oy R * a Dore) ne TB 4 3 2 — * 8 4 * 
N r 2 3 . 4 de 5 n r gy VE al "_ I 2 25 * 
=» 2 : — , — — — 15 * * Fi , E FL p Mw — ET EE . 92 
— 1 2 hs RS ad "- s Y * 3 — SEA — MF} 4 
—_—_ * wig } 9 * &, * a p l 1 K 
- - : : * : 8 " 
* 0 er? - 
—＋ 4 4 Ws —— ra * Sr 
. * S * TS) PYT "4 4 5 1 "hs Dos "2 8 * II n — — 4 
— * . : 2 E IIERS.. ids. ins . 5 
* 5 X 1 1 e 2 : — 
. 2 18 — — — m * - w 4 C — — —— — — 2 
8 1 2 — * 3 weeks —— . . — = — = 
F * 2 . 3 _ Pre — — — — — 3 — 8 > * 5 Q - —— — — — 7 
* —_— 9 * 2 N 5 2 8 1 * 
2 4 +» "te . y 92 Y ” 2 - 9 7 
a IS 5 * - by \ +8 F 
4 oof N 
; . 8 a 95 N 
F — . — W < — 
8 e T 2 — 
** — Diet; 4 DE n 2 2. — , 
ON — oe - * : — — — 5 X = — 
4 CD 8 * 1 1 2 —— — _ * * - — POLY 
— - 0 * b LE i . = 
— - _ 9 * 3 ** 
— — 4 
0962 0.4 15 —— 


— — 


— 


— 


— 
—— 


( 182 ) 
Jam gawn to ſeek a wife, 
I am gawn to buy a plaidy ; 
J have three ſtane of woo, 
Carling, is thy daughter ready? 
For the ſake of ſomebody, &C. 


Betty, laſſy, ſay't thy ſell, 
Tho? thy dame be ill to ſhoo, 
Firſt we'll buckle, then we'll tell, 
Let her flyte and ſyne come too: 
What ſignifies a mither's gloom, 
When love in kiſſes come in play? 
Shou'd we wither in our bloom, 
And in ſimmer mak nae hay ? 
For the ſake, &c. 
| SHE. 
Bonny lad, I carena by, 
Tho' I try my luck with thee, 
Since ye are content to tye 
The haft-mark bridal band wi” me; 
T11 flip hame and waſh my feet, 
And fteal on linnings fair and clean, 
Syne at the tryſting place we'll meet, : 
To do but what my dame has done. 
For the ſake, &c. 
H k. 
Now my lovely Betty gives 
Conſent in ſick a heartſome gate, 
It me frae a my care relieves, 
And doubts that gart me aft look blate; | 
Then let us gang and get the grace, | 
For they. that have an appetite 
Shou'd eat; — and lovers ſhou'd embrace; 


If theſe be faults, tis nature's wyte. 
For the jake, &c. 5 


— 


Norland Jock and Southland JENNY. 


Southland Ferry that was right bonny, 
A Had for a ſuitor a norland Johny; 3 


But 
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But he was ſican a baſhfu' wooer, 

That he cou'd ſcarcely ſpeak unto her, 

Till blinks of her beauty, and hopes o'her filler, 
Forc'd him at laſt to tell his mind till her. 
My dear, quoth he, we'll nae langer tarry, 
Gin ye can loo me, let's o'er tne march, and marry. 
EL SHE. 

Come, come away, then my norland laddie, 
Tho' we gang neatly, ſome are mair gaudy ; 
And albeit I have neither gowd nor money, 
Come, and I'll ware my beauty on thee. 


Hs 
Ye laſſes of the ſouth, ye'r a' for dreſſing; | 
Laſſes of the north, mind milking and threſhing ;- 
My minny wad be angry, and ſae wad my dady, 
Shou'd I marry ane as dink as a lady. | 
For I maun hae à wife that will riſe in the morning, 
Crudle a' the milk, and keep the houſe a ſcaulding, 
Toolie with her nibours, and learn at my minny, 
A norland Zocky maun hae a norland Jenny. 


= 


My father's only daughter and twenty thouſand pound, 

Shall never be beſtow'd on fic a filly clown ; y 

For a' that I ſaid was to try what was in ye. 

Gae hame, ye norland Jock, and court your norland 
0 8 3 


n 


The auld yellow hair d Laddie. 


HE yellow. hair'd laddie fat down on yon brae, 
Cries, Milk the ews, laſſy, let nane of them gae 3 
And ay ſhe milked, and ay ſhe ſang, 
The yellow hair'd laddie ſhall be my goodman. 
And ay ſhe milked, &C. 


The weather is cauld, and my claithing is thin 

The ews are new clipped, they winna bught in: 
They winna bught in tho” I ſhou'd die, | 

O yellggy hair'd laddie, be kind to me: 

They winna bught in, &c. 4 „ 
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"The goodwife cries butt the houſe, Jenny, come ben, 
The cheeſe is to mak, and the butter's to kirn. 

'Tho' butter, and cheeſe, and a” ſhou'd ſour, 

I'Il crack and kiſs wi' my love ae haff hour; 

Ir's ae haff hour, and we's een mak it three, 

For the yellow hair'd laddie my husband hall be. 


— 1 — WI — 2 * 
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S O N G. 

To the Tune of, BooTH's Minuet, 
AIR, ſweet and young, receive a prize, 
Reſerv'd for your victorious eyes: 


From crowds whom at your feet you ſee, 
Oh! pity, anddiſtinguiſh me. 


No graces can your form improve; 
But all are loſt unleſs you love: 

If that dear paſſion you diſdain, 
Your charms and beauty are in vain. + 


9 


— — 


Part of an EPILOOOUE ſung after the acting of 
the ORPHAN and GENTLE SHEPHERD 7% 
Taylors-hall, by a Set of young Gentlemen, 
January 22, 1729, „ 

Tune, Be Bell. 
H Us let us ſtudy night and day, 

To fit us for our ſtation, 

That when we're men we parts may play 
Are uſeful to our nation. 

For now's the time, when we are young, 

To fix our views on merit, e 

Water its buds, and make the tongue 

And action ſuit the ſpirit. 


This all the fair and wife approve, 
Ve know it by your ſmiling, 

And while we gain reſpect and love, 
Our ſtudies are not toiling, 


. — . 4 
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Such application gives delight, 

And in the end proves gainful, 
Tho' mony a dark and lifeleſs wight 
May think it hard and painful. 


Then never let us think our time 

And care, when thus employed, 

Are thrown away, . but deem't a crime, 
When youth's by ſloth deſtroyed ; 

"Tis only active ſouls can riſe | 
To fame and all that's ſplendid, 

And favour in theſe _—_— eyes, 
Gainſt whom no heart's defended. 


i. . 
— 
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The Generous Gentleman, A SANG, 


To the Tune of, The bonny Laſe of Brank/ame. 


S I came in by Tiviot. ſide, 
And by the braes of Brantſome, 

'I'here firit I faw my bonny bride, 

Young, ſmiling, ſweet and handſom 3 
Her skin was ſafter than the down, 

And white as alabaſter ; 
Her hair a ſhining wavy brown; 

In ftraightneſsmane ſurpaſt her. 


Life glow'd upon her lip and cheek, 
Her clear een were ſurpriſing, 

And beautifully turn'd her neck, 

Fer little breaſts juſt riſing : 

Nae ſilken hoſe, with gooſhets fine, 
Or ſhoon with glancing laces, 

On her fair leg, torbad to ſhine, 
Well ſhapen native graces. 


Ae little coat, and bodice white, 
Was ſum of a' her claithing ; 

Evenggheſe o'er mickle ; — mair delyte 
She d given cled wi naithing : 


She 
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She lean'd upon a flowry brae, 
By which a burny trotted; 


On her I glowr'd my ſaul away, 
While on her ſweets I doated. 


A thouſand beauties of deſert 
Before had ſcarce alarm'd me, 
Till this dear artleſs truck my heart, 
And bot deſigning, charm'd me. 
Hurry'd by love clote to my breait, 
I graſp'd this fund of bliſſes; 
Wha ſmil'd, and faid, Without a prieſt, 
Sir, hope for nought but Kkiſles. 


I had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet I coudna want her; 
What ſhe demanded, ilka charm 
Of her's pled, I ſhou'd grant her. 
Since heaven had dealt to me a rowth, 
Straight to the kirk I led her, 
There plighted her my faith and trowth, 
And a young lady made her. 


„ 


— 4 


The happy Clowg. 


H OW happy is the rural crown, 
Who, far remoy'd from noiſe of town, 


| Contemns the glory of a crown, 
And in his ſafe retreat, 

Is pleaſed with his low degree, 

Is rich in decent poverty, 

From ftrife from care and bus neſs free, 
At once baith good and great ? 


No drums diſturb his morning ſleep, 

He fears no danger of the deep, 

Nor noiſy law, nor courts ne'er heap 
Vexation on his mind: 
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No trumpets rouze him to the war, 
No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare; 
From — intrigues he holds afar, 

And liveth unconſin'd. 


Like thoſe in golden ages born, 

He labours gently to adorn 

His ſmall paternal fields of corn, 
And on their product feeds: 

Each ſeaſon of the wheeling year, 

Induſtrious he improves with care; 

And ſtill ſome ripened fruits appear. 
So well his toil ſucceeds. 


Now by a ſilver ſtream te lies, 
And angles with his baits and flies, 
And next the ſilvan ſcene he tries, 

His ſpirits to wa. oj 
Now from the rock or height he views 
His fleecy flock, or teeming cows, 
Then tunes his reed, or tries his muſe, 

That waits his honeſt call. 


Amiqdſt his harmleſs eaſy joys, 

No care his peace of mind deſtroys, 

Nor does he paſs his time in toys 
Beneath his juſt regard: 

He's fond to feel the zephyr's breez 

'To plant and ſned his tender trees; 

And for attending well his bees, 
Enjoys the ſweet reward. 


> 
The flowry meads, and filent coves, 
The ſcenes of faithful rural loves, 
And warbling birds on blooming groves, 
Afford a wiſh'd delight: 
But O! how pleaſant is this life? 
Bleft with a chaſt and virtuous wife, 
And children pratling, void of ftrife, 
Around his fire at night. 
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WII Ly was a wanton Wag. 


7LLY was a wanton wag, 
The blytheſt lad that &er I ſaw, 

At bridals ſtill he bore the brag, 

And carried ay the gree awa: 
His doublet was of Zetland ſhag, 

And wow! but WVilih he was braw, 
And at his ſhouder hang a tag, 

That pleas'd the laſſes beſt of a'. 


He was a man without a clag, 
Hit heart was frank without a flaw 3 
And ay whatever Hy ſaid, 
It was ftill hadden as a law. 
His boots they were made of the jag, 
When he went to the weapon-ſhaw, 


Upon the green nane durſt him brag, 


T he feind a ane amang them a'. 


And was not Wil well worth gowd ? 
He wan the love of great and {ma' 3 
For after he the bride had kiſs'd, 
He kiſs'd the laſſes hale- ſale a'. 

Sae merrily round the ring they row'd, 
When be the hand he led them a', 
And ſmack on ſmack on them beftow'd, 
By virtue of a ſtanding law. a 


And was nae Wh a great lown, 
As ſhyre a lick as &er was ſeen? 
When he danc'd with the laſſes round, 
The bridegroom ſpeer'd where he had been. 
Quoth Willy, ve been at the ring. 
With bobbing, faith, my ſhanks are ſair; 
Gae ca* your bride and maidens in, 
For W!ly he dow do nae mair. 


Then reſt ye, Vilih, Il gae out, 
And for a wee fill up the ring. 

But, ſhame light on his ſouple ſnout, 
He wanted Vilh's wanton fling. 
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Then ſtraight he to the bride did fare, 
Says, well's me on your bonny face, 
With bobbing Wilhy's ſhanks are fair, 
And Iam come to fill his place. 


Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the dance, 
And at the ring you'll ay be lag, 
Unleſs like Willy ye advance; 
(O! Vi has a wanton leg) 
For we't he learns us a' to ſteer, 
And formaſt ay bears up the ring: 
We will find nae fic dancing here, 1 
If we want Willh's wanton fling. W. 


——_ ——— 


—— 


CLELIA's Reflections on herſelf for 
lighting PHILANDER's Love. 
To the Tune of, The Gallant Shoe-maker, 


OUNG Phbilander woo'd me lang, 
But I was peeviſh, and forbad him, 

I wadna tent his loving ſang, 

But now I wiſh, I wiſh I had him: 
Ik morning when J view my glaſs, 

Then I perceive my beauty going; 
And when the wrinkles ſeize the face, 

| Then we may bid adieu to wooing. 


My beauty, anes ſo much admir'd, 
I find it fading faſt, and flying; 
My cheeks, which coral like appear'd, - 
Grow pale, the broken blood decaying : g 
Ah! we may ſee ourſelves to be 
Like ſummer fruit that is unſhaken, 
When ripe, they ſoon fall down and die, 
And by corruption quickly taken. 


Uſe then yaur time, ye virgins fair, 
Employ your day before *t:s evil; 
Fifteen is a ſeaſon rare, _ 
But five and twenty is the devil. | Juſt 
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Juſt when ripe, conſent unto't, 
Hug nae mair your lanely pillow ; 


Women are like other fruit, 
They loſe their reliſh when too mellow. 


If opportunity be loſt, 

Vou'll find it hard to be regained 
Which now I may tell to my coſt, 

Tho' but my {ell nane can be blamed : 
If then your fortune you reſpect, 

Take the occaſion when it offers; 
Nor a true lover's ſuit neglect, 

Leſt you be ſcoff'd for being ſcoffers. 
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I, he his fond expreſſions, thought 

That, in his love he'd ne'er prove changing; 
But now, alas! 'tis turn'd to nought, 

And, paſt my hope, he's gane a ranging. 
Dear maidens, then take my advice, 

And let na coyneſs prove your ruin ; 
For if ye be o'er fooliſh nice, 

Your ſuiters will give over wooing. 
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Then naidens auld you nam'd will be, | 5 
And in that fretfu' rank be number'd, 
As lang as life; and when ye die, 
With leading apes be ever cumber'd : | | 
A puniſhment, and hated brand, | ; | 
With which nane of us are contented $ 
Then be not wiſe behind the hand, 
That the miſtake may be prevented. 


ho 2 * 
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The young Ladies Thanks to the Repenting 
Virgin, for her ſeaſonable Advice. 


() Virgin kind ! we canna tell 
How many many thanks we owe you, ] 
For pointing out to us ſae well 


Theſe very rocks that did o 'erthrow you; 1 
An 
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And we your leſſon ſae ſhall mind, 
That een tho” a' our kin had ſwore it, 
F'er we ſhall be an hour behind, 
We'll take a year or twa before it. 


We'll catch all winds blaw in our fails, * 

And ſtill keep out our flag and pinnet ; 
If young Philander anes aſſails 

To ſtorm love's fort, then he ſhall win it: 
We may indeed for modeſty, 

Preſent our forees for reſiſtance; 
But we ſhall quickly lay them by, 

And contribute to his afliſtance. 


The Step Daughter's Relief. 
To the Tune of, The Kirk wad let me be, 


was anes a well tocher'd laſs, 
I My mither left dollars to me; 
Lut now I'm brought to a poor paſs, 
My ſtep-dame has gart them flee. 
My father he's aften frae hame, 
And ſhe plays the deel with his gear; 
She neither has lateth nor ſhame, 
And keeps the hale houſe in a ſteer. 


She's barmy-fac'd, thriftleſs and bauld, 
And gars me aft fret and repine ; — 
While hungry, haff- naked and cauld, 4 
I ſee her deftroy what's mine: 
But ſoon I might hope a revenge, 
And ſoon of my ſorrows be tree, 
My poortith to plenty wad change, 
If the were hung up on a tree. 


Quoth Rixgan, wha lang time had loo'd 
This bonny laſs tenderly, 
Ill take thee, ſweet May, in thy ſnood, 
Gif thou wilt gae hams. with me. * 
| : "Dis 
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any + *1'3s only your fell that I want, 
17 Your kindneſs is better to me 
WOT | Than a' that your ſtep-mother, ſcant 
11 Of grace, now has taken frae thee. 
17:29 I'm but a young farmer, its true, 
1 And ve are the ſprout of a laird; 
WA | But I have milk- cattle enow, 
Wt And rowth of good rucks in my yard ; 
11 Ve fall have naithing to faſh ye, 
1 Sax ſervants ſall jouk to thee : 
1 Then kilt up thy coats, my laſſie, 
1 And gae thy ways hame with me. 
11 The maiden her reaſon imployed, 
14 Not thinking the offer amiſs, 
N. Conſented ; — while Ringan o'erjoy'd, 
1110 Receiv'd her with mony a kiſs. 
197 And now ſhe ſits blythly ſingan, 
10 And joking her drunken ſtep-dame, 
1. Delighted with her dear Ringan, 
„ 1 That makes her good-wife at hame. 
1 
Wl | | JEANY, where has thou been, 
inn 
158% | 
. O Jeauy, Feany, where has thou been? 
1 Father and mother are ſeeking of thee. | 
Ye have been ranting, playing the wanton, | 
Ke eping of T ocky campany. 
O Betty, we been to hear the mill clack, 
Getting meal ground for the family, | 
As fox as it gade ] brang hame the ſack, ] 
For the miller has taken nae mowter frae me. 
Ha ! Feany, Feany, there's meal on your back, 1 
The miller's a wanton billy, and flee, 
Tho! victual's come hame again hale, what- reck, 1 


I fear he has taken his mowter aff thee. 4 
ne 
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And Betty, ye ſpread your linnen to bleech, 

Il hen that was done, where cou'd you be ? 
Ha ! laſs J jaw ye flip down the hedge, 

And wanton Willy was following thee. 


Ay Feany, Feany, ye gade to the kirk; 
But when it skail'd, where cou'd thou be ? 
Ye came na hame till it was mirk, 
They ſay the kiſſing clerk came w'ye. 
O filly laſſie, what will thou do? 
If thou grow great, they'll heez thee hie. 
Look to your ſell, if Jock prove true: 
The clerk frae creepies will keep me free. 


S & N- © 
To the Tune of, Laſt time I came o'er the moore. 
E blytheſt lads, and laſſes gay, 
Hear what my ſang diſcloſes. 
As I ae morning ſleeping lay 
Upon a bank of roſes, 
Young Famie whisking o'er the mead, 
By good luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 


He took his bonnet aff his head, 
And ſaftly ſat down by me. 


Jamie tho' I right meikle priz'd, 
Let now I wadna ken him; 

But with a frown my face diſguis'd, 
And ftrave away to ſend him: 5 

But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And by my ſide down lying, | 

His beating heart thumped ſae faſt, . * 
I thought the lad was dy ing. 4 


But ill reſolving to deny, „ 
And angry paſſion feigning, | 
L aften roughly ſhot him by, 
, Wich words full of diſdaming, 
| | R þ > Poor 
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Poor Jamie bawk'd, nae favour wins, 
Went aff much diſcontented 
But I in truth for a' my ſins, 
Neer haff ſae fair repented. 


The Cock Laird. 


Cock laird fou cadgie, 
With Jenny did meet, 
He haws'd her, he kiſs'd her, 
And ca'd her his ſweet. 
Wilt thou gae alang 
Wi' me, Feum, Fenny? 
Thouſe be my ain lemmane, 


Jo Fenny, quoth he. 
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If I gae alang w'ye, 

Ye maunna fail, 
To feaſt me with caddels 

And good hacket-Kkail. 
The deePFs in your nicety, 

Fenny, quoth he, 
Mayna bannocks of bear-meal 
Be as good for thee. 
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And I maun hae pinners, 

With pearling ſet round, 

A skirt of puddy, 

J And a waſtecoat of broun, 

Awa with ſick vanities, 
Fenn, quoth he, 

For kurchis and kirtles 
Are fitter for thee: 


My lairdſhip can yield me 
As meikle a year, 
As had us in pottage 


And good knockit beer: 


Fat 
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But having nae tenants, 
O Fenny, Fenny, | 5 
To buy ought I ne'er have 
A penny, quoth he. 


The borrowſtoun merchants 

Will ſell ye on tick, 

For we maun hae braw things, 
Abeit they ſoud break. 

When broken, frae care 
The fools are ſet free, 

When'we make them lairds 
In the abbey, quoth ſhe. 


9 
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The Soger Laddie. 


Y ſoger laddie is over the ſea, 
And he will bring gold and money to me; 
And when he comes hame, he'll make me a lady, 
My bleſſing gang with my ſoger laddie. 


My doughty laddie 1s handſome and brave, 3 
And can as a ſoger and lover behave; 1 5 
True to his country, to love he is ſteady, 5 14 
J here's few to compare with my ſoger laddie. 1 
Shield him ye angels, frae death in alarms, _ . 


Return him with lawrels to my langing arms. 
Syne ſrae all my care yell pleaſantly free me, 
When back to my wiſhes my ſoger ye gie me. 


O ſoon may his honours bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muſt, if he get his due : 
For in noble actions his courage is ready, 


Which makes me delight in my ſoger laddie. 
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OUND, ſound the muſick, ſound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it : 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praiſe of archery : 
Its origine divine is, 
The practice brave and fine is, 
Which generouſly inclines us 8 
To guard our liberty. 


Art by the God imployed, 

By which heroes enjoyed, 

By which heroes enjoyed 
The wreaths of victory. 

The Deity of Parnaſſus, 

The God of ſoft careſſes, 

Chaſte Cynthia and her laſſes, 

Delight in archery, 
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dee, ſee yon bow extended 

"Tis Fove himſelf that bends it, 

'Tis Jove himſelf that bends it, 

Ofer clouds on high it glows, 

All nations, Turks and Parthians, 
The Tarfars and the Scythians, 

The Arabs, Moors and Indians, 

Wich bravery draw their bows, 
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Our own true records tell us, 
That none cou'd e'er excel us, 
That none cou d e er excel us. 
In martial archery: 
With ſhaſts our ſires engaging, 
Oppos'd the Romans raging, TE 
Defeat the fierce Norwegian, 5 
And ſpared fe Danes to flee. 


The ARCHERS March. 


Witneſs 
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Witneſs Largs and Loncartie, 
Dunkel and Aberlemny, 
Dunkel and Aberlemny, - 

Rofline and Bannockburn, 
The Chtivzots - all the border, 
Where bowmen in brave order, 
Told enemies, if furder 

They mov'd,. they'd ne'er return. 


Sound, ſound the muſick, ſound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praiſe of archery. 
Us'd as a game it pleaſes, 
The mind to joy it raiſes, 
And throws of all diſeaſes 
Of lazy luxury, 


Large, where the Noravegians, headed by their valiam 
King Ha co, were, Anno 1263, totally defeat by AL x- 
ANDER III. King of Scots; the heroick ALEXANDER. 
great - ſteward of Scotland, commanded the right wing. 

Loncartie, near Perth, where King Kenneth III. 
obtained the victory over the Danes, which was prin- 
cipally owing to the valour and reſolution of the firſt 
brave Hay, and his two ſons. 


Dunkel, here, and in Kj/e, and on the banks of 


Tay, our great King Cox kREDVUS Gal pus in three 


battles overthrew 30000 Remans in the reign of the 


Emperor Domitian. 

Aberlemny, four miles from Brechin, where King 
Marcoru II. obtained a glorious victory over the 
united armies of Danes, Norwegians and Cumbrians, 
Ke. commanded by Su xo King of Denmark, and 
his warlike ſon Prince CanuTE. 


Reine, about five miles ſouth of Edinburgh, where. 


oo Scots, led by Sir JohN Cu min and Sir S1MON 


FR AZ ER, defeat in three battles in one day 30000 of 


their enemies, Anno 1303. — 
The battles of Bannockburn and Chiviot, &c. are ſo 
well known, that they require no notes. | 
K 3 Now, 
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Now, now our care beguiling, 

When all the year looks ſmiling, 

When all the year looks ſmiling, 
With healthful harmony : 

The ſun in glory glowing, 

With morning dew beſtowing, 

Sweet fragrance, life, and growing, 
To flowers and every tree. 


Tis now the archers royal, 
An hearty band and loyal, 
An hearty band and loyal, 
That in juſt thoughts agree. 
Appear in ancient bravery, 
Deſpiſing all baſe knavery, 
Which tends to bring in ſlavery 


Souls worthy to live free. 


Sound, ſound the muſick, ſound it, 


Fill up the glaſs and round wrt, 
Fill up the glaſs and round wi't, 
Health and proſperity 
T' our great Cnyigy and Offcers, 
T' our Preſident and Counſellors : 


To all who, like their brave forbears, 


Delight in . 
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SANG I. The wawking of the faulds, 
Sung by Patie, Page 1, 


Y Pezzy is a young thing, 
Juſt enter'd in her teens, 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not very auld, 
Yet well I like to meet her at 
The wawking of the fauld. 


— 
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My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
Whene'er we meet alane. 
T wiſh nae mair, to lay my care, 
I wiſh nae mair, of a' that's rare. 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To a' the lave 'm cauld ; 
But ſhe gars a' my ſpirits glow 
At wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſmiles fae kindly, 
Whenc'er I whiſper love, 
That I look down on a' the town, 
That I look down upon a crown, 
My Pezgy ſmiles fae kindly, 
It makes me blyth and bauld, 
And naithing gie's me fic delight, 
As wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 
When on my pipe I play; 
By a' the reſt, it is confeſt, 
By a' the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt, 
My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 
And in her ſangs are tald, 
With innocence the wale of ſenſe, 
At wawking of the fauld, 
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SANG II. H gar rub her oer with trace. 4 
Sung by Patie, p. ©. 
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E AR. Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And anſwer kindneſs with a flight, 

Seem unconcern'd at her neglect, 

For women in a man delight : 
But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 

And with a ſimple face give way 
Toa repulſe — then be not blate, 

Puſh bauldly on, and win the day. 

| | 3 4 When 
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When maidens, innocently young, 

Say aften what they never mean, 
Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue, 

But tent the language of their een: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 

To aniwer all your love with hate, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, 

And let her ſigh when 'tis too late. 


o 
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SAN G III. Peolwart on the Green, 


Sung by Peggy, 5. IO, 


HE dorty will repent, 
Tf lover's heart grow cauld, 

And nane her {miles will tent, 
Soon as her face looks auld : 
The dawted bairn thus takes the pet, 

Nor eats, tho' hunger crave, 
Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 

And's laught at by the lave ; 
They jeſt it till the dinner's paſt, 

Thus by it ſell abus'd, 
The fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, 

Or eat what they ve refus'd, 
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SANG Iv. O dear Mother, what ſhall I do? 


Sung by Jenny, p. 11. 


Dear Peggy, love's beguiling, 
O We ought not to truſt his ſmiling, 
Better far to do as I do, 
Left a harder luck betyde you. 
Laſſes when their fancy's carried, 
Think of nought but to be married; 
Running to a life deſtroys 


Heartſome, free, and youthſu' joys; 
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SANG V. How can I be ſad on my Wedding day. 


Sung by Peggy, p. 12. : 


OW ſhall I be ſad when a husband J hae, 
That has better ſenſe than any of thae 

Sour weak filly fellows, that ſtudy like fools 

'To fink their ain joy, and make their wives ſnools; 
The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wife, 

Or with dull reproaches encourages ftrife ; 

He praiſes her virtues, and ne'er will abuſe 

Her for a ſmall failing, but find an excuſe. 


— — A Ati. tl. * 
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SANG VI. Nanſy's to the Green Wood gane. 
Sung by Jenny, p. 15. 


Yield, dear laſſie, you have won, 
And there 1s nae denying, 
That ſure as light flows frae the ſun, 
Frae love proceeds complying 
For a' that we can do or ſay, . 
'Gainſt love nae thinker. heeds us, 
They ken our boſoms lodge the fae, 
That by the heart-ftrings- leads us; 
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SANG VII. Cauld Kale in Aberdeen. 
Sung by Glaud or Simon, p. 18. 


$S AULD be the rebel's caſt, 
; Oppreſtors baſe and bloody, 
1 hope we'll ſee them at the laſt 
Strung a' up in a woody. 
Bleit be he of worth and ſenſe, 
| And ever high his ſtation, 
Phat bravely ſtands in the defence 
Of conſcience, king and nation. 1821 
5 | SANG. 
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SANG VIII. Mucking of Geordy's Byer. 
Sung by Symon, p. 19. 
HE laird who in riches and honour 

| Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 
Nor rack the poor tenants, who labour 

To riſe aboon poverty: | | 
Elſe, like the pack horſe that's unfother'd 

And burden'd, will tumble down faint ; 
Thus virtue by hardſhip is ſmother'd, 

And rackers aft tine their rent. 


N FIT ik. * 
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SANG TIX, Carle and the King come, 
Sung by Mauſe, p. 24. 
EG GY, now the King's come, 


Peggy, now the king's come, 
Thou may dance, and I ſhall ſing, 
Peggy, ſince the king's come. 
Nae mair the hawkies thou ſhalt milk, 
But change thy plaiding- c at for filk, 
And be a lady of that ilk, 
Now, Peggy, ſince the king's come. 


1 FIEY 8 —— — 


DANG X. Vinter was cauld, and my claithing ; 


Tas thin. 


Sung by Peggy and Patie, p. 30. 
| PEGGY. 
HE N firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 


And I at ew-milking firſt ſeyd my young skill, 


Jo bear the milk-bowie, nae pain was to me, 
When Lat the bughting forgather'd with thee. 


PaTiE. 


When corn-riggs wav'd yellow, and blew hether-bells 


Bloom'd bonny on moorland and ſweet riſing fells, 


Nae 


(293) 
Nae birns, brier, or breckens, gave cn to me, 
If I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 


PEGGY. 


When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the ans; 
And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain : 
Thy ilka ſport manly gave pleaſure to me 3 
Fer nane can put, wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee. 


PaT1E. 


Our Jenny ſings ſaftly the C ob den N 
And Roe lilts ſweetly the Milling the enus; 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nanſy can ling, 
At Throw the wood laddie, Beſs gars our lugs ring: 
But when my dear Peggy ſings with better skill, 
The Boat-man, Taeed/ide, or the Laſs of the mill, 
'Tis many times ſweeter and pleaſing to me; 
For tho' they ling nicely, they cannot like thee. 


PEGGY. 


How eaſy can laſſes trow what they deſire ? 
And praiſes ſae kindly increaſes love's fire; 
Give me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be 
To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee. 


* 2 — — ths * — — —— 


SANG XI. By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth. 
Sung by Patie and Peggy, p. 32. 


Printed in the PASTORAL, and in this Mis- 
CELLANY, Vol. I. Page 75 


— 
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SANG XII. Happy Cletun. 
Sung by Sir William, p. 35. 
H I'D from himſelf, now by the dawn 


He ſtarts as freth as roſes blawn, 
And ranges o'er the heights and Jawn, 
After his blceting flocks. 
K 6 | Health- 


* 
( 204 ) 
Heathful, and innocently gay 
He chants, and whiſtles out the day: 
Untaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
Like courtly weathercocks.. 


Life happy from ambition free, 

Envy and vile Rypocrifie, 

Where truth and love with j Joys agree,. 
Unſullied with a. crime : 

Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great, 

In proping of their pride and ſtate ; 

He lives, and unafraid of fate, 
Contented ſpends his time. 


SANG XII, Leitb-ynd. 


Sung by Jenny and Roger, p. 47. 


E RE Laſſur'd you'll conſtant prove, 
You ſhould nae mair complain, 
The eaſy maid beſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain; 
For I muſt own, now ſince you're free, 
This too fond heart of mine 
Has lang, a black-fole true to thee, 
Willd to be pair'd with thine. 


e 


Pm happy now, ah! let my head. 
Upon thy breaſt recline ; 
The pleaſure ſtrikes me near-hand dead !: 
Is Fenny then ſae kind? — — 
O let me briſs thee to my heart 
And round my arms entwine: 
Delytful thought 3 ; we'll never part & 
Come preſs thy mouth to mine. 


SANG. 
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SANG XIV. O'er Begie. 
Sung by Jenny, pP. 48. 


"ELL I agree, ye're ſure of me ;: 
Next to my father gae. | 
Make him content to give conſent, 

He'll hardly fay you nay : 
For you have W hat po wad be at, 

And will comment you well, 
Since parents a-ua tt eve grows cauld, 
Where bairns want milk and meal. 


Shou'd he deny, I carena by, 
F-'d contradict in vain. 

Tho' a' my kin had iaid and ſworn, 
Bu: thee 1 wil! nave nane. 

Then n-ver range, or karn to change, 
Like theſe in high degree: 

And it you prove faithful in love, 
Vou ! find nae fault in me. 


Cc 


SANG XV, Vat ye wha I met yeſtreen. 
Sung by Sir William, p. 54. 


N OW ſrom ruſticity, and love, 
. Whoſe flames but over lowly burn, 
My gentle ſhepherd muſt be drove, 
His foul mult take another turn: 
As the rough diamond from the mine, 
In breakings only ſhews its light, 
Jill poliſhing has made it ſhine; | 
Thus learning makes the genius bright. 


SANG 
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SANG XVI. Kirk wad let me be. 
Sung by Patie, p. 63. 


UTY and part of reaſon, 

Plead itrong on the parents fide, 

Which love ſuperior calls treaſon ; 
The ſtrongeſt mult be obey d; 

For now tho' I'm one of the gentry, 
My conſtancy falſhood repells ; 

For change in my heart is no entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excells. 


*>.. 


* — _ 
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SANG XVII. Woes my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 
| Sung by Peggy, p. 67. | 


PE AK on ſpeak thus, and ſtill my grief, 
Hold up a heart that's ſinking under 
Theſe fears, that ſoon will want relief, 
When Pate muſt from his Peggy ſunder. 
A gentler face, and ſilk attire, 
A lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, 
Alake poor me!] will now conſpire , Ht IHIIED 
To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. 


No more the ſhepherd who excelld 
The reſt, whoſe wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Pezgy's praiſes tell, 
Ah ! I can gy but never Te 
Ye meadows where we often ſtray'd, 
Ye banks where we were wont to wander, 
Sweet ſcented rucks round which we play'd, 
You'li loſs your {weets when we're aſunder. 


Again ah ! ſhall I never creep 
Around the know with filent duty, 

Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, 
And wonder at thy many N 

Hear, 


( 207 ) 
Hear, heaven, while ſolemnly I vow, 
Tho” thou ſhouldſt prove a wandring lover, 
Throw life to thee I ſhall prove true; 
Nor be a wife to any other. 


— 
E 


SANG XVIII. Tweed-fide, 


Sung by Peggy, þ. 68. 


HE N hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, | 
My heart it was going to break; 
My life appear'd worthleſs my care, 
But now I will ſav't for thy ſake. 
Where'er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 
With me his dear image ſhall ſtay, 
And my ſoul keep him e“ er in fight 


With patience I'll wait the long year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt charms ; 
Hope time away till thou appear, 
To lock thee for ay in thoſe arms. 
Whilſt thou waſt a ſhepherd, I priz'd 
No higher degree in this lite ; 
But now [I'll endeavour to rife 
To a height is becoming thy wife. 


For beauty that's only skin deep, 
Mutt fade like the gowans of May, 
But inwardly rooted will keep 
For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 


And the husband have ſenſe to approve. 


SANG 
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SANG XIX. Buſh aboan Traquair, 


Sung by Peggy, p. 70. 


T ſetting day and riſing morn, 

| With ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee,, 
Vil ask of heaven thy fafe return, 

With all that can improve thee. 
lll viſit oft the birken-buſh, 

Where firit thou kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh,, 

Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


To all our haunts J will repair, 
By greenwood-ſhaw or ſountain; 
Or where the ſummer- day I'd ſhare 
With thee, upon yon mountain. 
There will I tell tlie trees and flowers, 
From thoughts uateign'd and tender,. 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours 
A heart which cannot wander. 


* 
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SANG XX. Bonny gray ey d Morn. 
Sung ly Sir William, p. 74. 


HP, bonny gray eyed morning begins to peep, 
And darknels flys before the riſing ray, 
The hearty hynd Rarts from his lazy ſleep, 
To follow healthful Iabours of the day, 
Without a guilty ſing to wrinkle his brow, 
The lark and the linnet tend. his levee, 
And he joins their concert, driving his plow, 
From toil of grimace and pageantry free. 


While fluſter'd with wine, or madden'd with loſs, 
Of halt an eſtate, the prey oa main, 

The drunkard and gameſter tumble and toſs, 
Wiſhing for calmneſs and ſlumber in vain. 


Bo 
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Be my portion health and quietneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diſtance from parties and ſtate, 


Where neither ambition, or avarice blind, 


Reach him who has happineſs link'd to his fate. 


hs a. — 


On our Ladies being dreſſed in ScoTs Manu- 
factory, at @ Publick Aſſembly. 
A SONG, 
To the Tune of, O'er the Hills and far away. 


E T' meaner beauties uſe their art, 
And range both Iadies for their dreſs, 

Our fair can captivate the heart 

In native weeds, nor look the leſs. 

More bright unborrowed beauties ſhine, 
The artleſs ſweetneſs of each face 

Sparkle with luſtres more divine, 

When freed of every foreign grace. 


The tawny nymph on ſcorching plains, 
May uſe the aid of gems and paint, 
Deck with brocade and Tyrian ſtains 
Features of ruder form and taint. 
What Caledonian ladies wear, 
Or from the lint or woolen twine, 
Adorn'd by all their ſweets, appear 
Whate'er we can imagine fine. 


Apparel neat becomes the fair, 
The dirty dreſs may lovers cool, 
But clean, our maids need have no care, 
If clade in linnen, ſilk, or wool. 
T adore Myrtilla, who can ceaſe ? 
Her active charms our praiſe demand, 
Clad in a mantua, from the fleece, 
Spun by her own delighted hand. 


Who can behold Califa's eyes, 
Her breaſt, her cheek, and ſnowy arms, a 
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And mind what artiſts can deviſe, 
To rival more ſuperior charms ? 


Compar'd with thoſe, the diamonds dull, 
Launs. ſatins, and the velvets fade, 


The ſoul with ner attractions full, 


Can never be by theic betray'd. 


SZPHITRA, all o' er native ſweets, 
Not the falſe glare of dreſs regards, 

Her wit, her character completes, 
Her ſmile her lovers ſighs rewards, 


When ſuch ſirſt beauties lead the way, 


The inferior rank will follow ſoon; 
Then arts no longer ſhall decay, 
But trade encourag'd be in tune. 


NIillions of fleeces ſhall be wove, 
And flax that on the valleys blooms, 
Shall make the naked nations love 
And bleſs the labours of our looms ; 
We have enough, nor want from them, 
But trifles hardly worth our care, 
Yet for theſe trifies let them claim 
What food and cioth we have to ſpare. 


How happy's Scotland in her fair! 
Her amiable daughters ſhall, 
By acting thus with virtuous care, 
Again the golden age recal : 
Enjoying them, Edina ne'er 
Shall miſs a court; but ſoon advance 
In wealth, when thus the lov'd appear 
Around the {cenes, or in the dance. 


Barbarity ſhall yield to ſenſe, 


And lazy pride to uſeiul arts, 
When ſuch dear angels in defence 
Of virtue thus engage their hearts. 
Bleſt guardians of our joys and wealth, 
True fountains of delight and love, 
Long bloom your charms, fixt be your health, 
Till tu*d with earth ye mount above. 
HARD V- 


(72285), | 
HARDIKNUTE. 


A Fragment of an old heroic Ballad. 


1 46 
TATELY ſtept he eaſt the wa, 
And ſtately ſtept he weſt, ' 
Full ſeventy years he now had ſeen, 
With ſcarce ſeven years of reſt, 
He liv'd when Britons breach of faith 
Wrought Scotland meikle wae : 
And ay his ſword tauld to their coſt, 
He was their deadly fae. 2 
II. 
Hie on a hill his caſtle ſtude, 
Wich halls and tours a hight, 
And guidly chambers fair to ſee, 
Where he lodg'd mony a knight. 
His dame ſae peirleſs anes and fair, 
For chaſt and beauty deimt, 
Nae marrow had in all the land, 
Save Elenor the Queen. 


III. 
Full thirteen ſons to him ſhe bare, 
All men of valour ſtout; 

In bluidy fight, with ſword in hand, 
Nyne loſt their lives bot doubt; 
Four yet remain, lang may they live 

to ſtand by liege and land: 
Hie was tlieir ſame, hie was their might, 
And hie was their command. 
| IV. 
Great love they bare to Fairly fair, 
Their ſiſter ſaft and deir, 
Her girdle ſhawd her middle jimp, 
And gowden gliſt her hair. 
What waefou wae her bewtie bred ? 
Waefou to young and auld, 
Waefou J trow to kyth and kin, 
. As, tory ever tauld. 
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(212 } 
Bt V. 
The King of Nor/e in ſummer tyde, 
Puft up with power and might, 
Landed in fair Scor/and the iſle, 
With mony a hardy knight: 
The tydings to our gude Scots King 
Came, as he fat at dyne, 
With noble chiefs in brave aray, 
Drinking the blude-reid wyne. 


VE. 


0 'T'a horſe, to horſe, my royal liege, 


«© Your faes ſtand on the ſtrand, 
*« Full twenty thouſand glittering ſpears 
The King of Nor/e commands. 


Bring me my fleed, Madge, dapple gray, 


Our gude king raiſe and cry'd ; 
A truſtier beaſt in all the land, 
A Scots King never. ſeyd. 
VII. 


Go, little page, tell Hardyknute, 
That lives on hill ſo hie, 
To draw his fword, the dreid of faes, 
And haſte and follow me. 
The little page flew ſwift as dart 
Flung by his maſter's arm, 
Come down, come down, Lord Hardyknute,, 
And redd your King frae harm. 


VIII. 3 
Then reid, reid grew his dark brown cheilss, 
Sae did his dark-brown brow ; 
His looks grew keen as they were wont 
In dangers great todo; 
He has tane a horn as green as graſs, 
And gien five ſounds ſae ſhrill, 
That trees in green wood ſhook thereat, 
Sae loud rang il ka hill. 


IX. 


His ſons in manly ſport and glie, 
Had paſt that ſummers morn, 


2 


When 


( 213 ) 
When lo! down in a graſſy dale, 
They heard their father's horn. 
That horn, quoth they, neer ſounds in peace, 
Me have other Sort to byde ; 
And ſoon they heyd them up the hill, 
And ſoon were at his ſyde. 


XN. 


Late, late yeſtreen I weind in peace 
To end my lengthned life, | 

My age might weil excuſe my arm 
Frae manly feats of firift ; 

But now that Norle does proudly boaſt 
Fair Scotland to enthrall, 

Its neir be ſaid of Hardyknute, 
He fear'd to fight or fall. 

| XI. 


Robin of Rothſay, bend thy bow, 

Thy arrow ſhoot ſae leil, 

any a comely countenance 

They have turn'd to deidly pale: 
Brade Thomas, tak ye but your lance, 
Te neid nae weapons mair, 

Gif ye fight weit as ye did anes 
'Gainſt Weſtmorland's fierce heir. 


XII. 
Malcom, light of foot as flag 
That runs in foreſt wyld, 
Cet me my thouſands three of men l 
Moll bred $6 ford and ſbield: 
Bring me my horſe and harniſine, 
My blade of mettal cleir. 
If faes kend but the hand it bare, 
They ſoon had fled for fear. 


| XIII. 
Fareweil, ny dame, ſae pierleſs good, 
And took her by the hand, 


Fairer to me in 8 you ſeem, 


Thar maids for bewty fam'd- 
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My youngeft fon fall here remain 

To guard theſe ſtately towirs, 
And ſbut the ſilwen bolt that  keips 

Sae faſt your painted bowwirs. 


XIV. 


And firſt ſhe wet her comely cheiks, 
And then her boddice green, 

Hir filken cords of twirtle twiſt, 
Weil plett with ſilver ſheen ; 

And apron ſet with mony a dyce 
Of needle-wark ſae rare, 

Wove by nae hand, as ye may gueſs, 
Save that of Fairly fair. 


XV. 


And he has ridden owre muir and moſs, 
Owre hills and mon y a glen, 

When he came to a wounded knight 
Making a heavy mane ; 

Here maun I lze, here maun I dje, 
By treacheries falſe Gyles ; 

Witleſs I was that tir gave faith 


To wicked womans ſmyles. 


XVI. | 
Sir knight, gin ye were in my bowir, 
To lean on filken ſeat, | 
My ladys kindlie care you'd prove, 
Wha neir kend deidly pate; 
Hir ſelf wald watch ye all the day, 
Hir maids à deid of nicht; 
And Fairly fair your heart wald cheir, 
As [he ſtands in your fight. 
XVII. 
Ariſe, young knight, and mount your ſteid, 
Full loauns the ſhynand day, 
Chuſe frae my menxie whom ye pleaſe 
20 lead ye on the wy. 
With {myleſs look and viſage wan, 
The wounded Knight reply'd, 


( 215) 
Kind chiftain, your intent purſue, 
Tor heir I maun abyde. 


2 XVIII. 
T9 me nae after day nor night 
Can eir be fweit or fair, 
But ſoon beneath ſame draping trie, 
Cauld death fall end my care. 
With him nae pleading might prevail; 
Brave Hardyi#nute to gain, 
With faireſt words and reaſon ſtrang, 
Strave courteouſly in vain. 


| | XIX. 

| Syne he has gane far hynd attowre, 
Lord Chattans land ſae wyde, 

That lord a worthy wight was ay, 
When faes his courage ſeyd : 

Of Pictiſb race by mothers ſyde, 
When P:#s ruld Caledon, 

Lord Chattran claimd the princely maid, 
When he ſav'd Pi# crown. 


XX. 


Now with his fierce and ſtalwart train, 
He reach'd a ryſing height, 
Whair braid encampit on the dale, 
Nor/e army lay in fight ; | 
ander, my valiant ſons and feirs, 
Our raging revers wait 
Or the unconguer'd Scottiſh ard, 
To try with us thair fate. 


"AXE 
Mak oriſons to him that ſawv'd 
Our ſauls upon the rude, 
Syne bravely ſhaw your veins are filld 
With Caledonian bluae. 
Then furth he drew. his truſty glaive, 
While thouſands all arround, 
Drawn frae their ſheaths glanſt in the ſun, 
And loud the bougills ſound. | 
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To join his king adoun the hill 
In haſt his merch he made, 
Whyle, play and pibrochs, minſtralls meip 
Afore him ſtately ſtrade. 
Thryſe welcom valiant floup of weir, 
Thy nations ſheild and pryde; 
Thy king nae reaſon has to feir 
When thou art by his fjde. 
| „ 
When bows were bent and darts were thrawn, 
For thrang ſcarce could they flie, 
The darts clove arrows as they met, 
The arrows dart the trie. 
Lang did they rage and fight full fierce, 
With little skaith to'man, 
But bludy, bludy was the field, 
Or that lang day was done. 


XXIV. 
The king of Scots that ſindle bruikd 
The war that lookt like play, 
Drew his braid ſword, and brake his bow, 
Sen bows ſeimt but delay: 
Quoth noble RothJay, Myne Tl keip, 
T wwate its bled a ſcore. | 
Haſte up, my merry men, cry'd the king, 
As he rade on before. 
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XXV. 

The king of Norſe he ſought to find, 
With him to menſe the fight, 

But on his forehead there did light 
A ſharp unſonſie ſhaft ; 

As he his hand put up to find 
The wound, an arrow keen, 

O waefon chance ! there pinnd his hand 

In midſt between his een. 


XXVI. 


Revenge, revenge. cryd Rothſays heir, 
Your mail-coat ſall nocht byde 


(217) 
Jhe ſtrength and ſharpneſs of my dart 3 
Then ſent it through his ſyde : 
Another arrow weil he markd 
It pierc'd his neck in twa, 
| His hands then quat the filver reins, - 
He laigh as eard did fa. 
| XXVII. 
Sair bleids my leige, fair, air he bleids. 
Again with might ho drew | 
And geſture dreid his ſturdy bow, 
Faſt the braid arrow flew. | 
Wae to the knight he ettled at, 
Lament now, Quene EHried; 
Hie dames too wail your darlings fall, 
His youth and comely meid. 


XXVIII. 
Take aff, take aff his coflly jupe 
(Of gold weil was it twynd, 
Knit Jyke the fowlers net through which 
His ſteilly harneſs ſhynd ) 
Take, Norſe, that gift frae me, and bid 
Hin venge the blude it beirs ; 
Say, if he face my bended bow, 
He ſure nae weapon fears. 
XXIX. 
Proud Nor/e with giant body tall, 
Braid ſhoulders and arms ſtrong, 
Cryd, Where is Hardy knute /ae famd, 
And feird at Britains throne : 
The Britons tremble at his name, 
1 ſoon fall make him wail 
Dat eir my ſword was made ſae ſharp, 
Sae /aft his coat of mail. 


XXX 


That brag his ſtout heart coud na byde, 
It lent him youth ful might: 

Tm Hardy knute this day, he cry'd, 
To Scotlands king 1 — 
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Ta lay thee law as horſes hufe, 
My word I mean to keip. 


Syne with the firſt ſtra ke eir he ſtrake, 5 


He garrd his body bleid. 
XXXI. 


Norſe ene ly ke gray goſehaw ks ſtaird wyld, 


He bs:t with ſhame and ſpyte; 
Diferacd is new my far famd arm 
That left thee power io flirye : 


Then gave his head a blaw fac fell, 


It made him doun to ſtoup, 
As law as he to ladies us'd 
In courtly gyſe to lout. 


XXXII. 


Full ſoon he rais'd his bent body, 
His bow he marvell'd fair, 

Sen blaws till then on him but darrd 
As touch of Fairly fair: 

Norſe ferliet too as fair as he 
To ſee his ſtately look, 


Sae ſoon as eir he ſtrake a fae, 


Sae ſoon his lyfe he took. 
XXXIII. 


Whair like a fyre to hether ſet, 
Bauld Thomas did advance, 

A ſturdy fae with look enragd 
Up towards him did prance 


He ſpurd his ſteid throw thicket rank 


The hardy youth to quell, 
Wha ſtood unmov'd at his approach 
His furie to repell. | 
XXXIV. 
That ſhort brown ſhaft ſae meanly trima, 
Looks like poor Scotlands Geir, 
But dreidfull ſeims the ruſty poynt ! 
And loud he leugh in jeir. 
Aft Britains b/ude has dimd its fhyne, 
Ai, poynt cut fhurt their vaunt ; 


( 219 ) 
Syne piercd the boaſter's bairded cheik, 
Nae time he took to taunt. 


XXXV. 


Short while he in his ſadle ſwang, 
His ſtirrip was nae ſtay, 
Gre feible hang his unbent knee, 
Sure taken he was fey: 
Swith on the hardened clay he fell, 
| Right far was hard the thud, 
But Thomas look'd not as he lay 
All wakering in his blude. 
XXXVI. 
With cairles geſture, mynd unmov'd, 
On raid he north the plain, 
His ſeim in thrang of fierceſt ſtryfe, 
When winner ay the ſame: | 
Nor yet his heart dames dimpelit cheik, 
Coud meiſe fait love to bruik, 
Till vengeful Aun returnd his ſcorn, 
Then languid grew his look. 


XXXVII. 
In thrawis of death, with wailowit cheik 
All panting on the plain, 
The fainting corps of warriours lay, 
Neir to aryſe again; 
Neir to return to native land, 
Nae mair with blythſom ſounds, 
To boaſt the glories of the day, 
And ſhaw their ſhyning wounds. 


XXXVIII. 


On Norwways, coaſt the widow'd dame 
May waſh the rocks with teirs, 
May lang look owre the ſhiples ſeis, 
Before hir mate appeirs. | 
Ceiſe, Emma, ceiſe to hope in vain, 
Thy lord lyis in the clay, 
The valiant Scots nae revers thole 
To carry lyfe away. 
L 2 
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XXXIX. 

There on a lic whair ſtands a croſs, 
Set up for monument, 

Thouſands full fierce that ſummers day 
Filld keen waris black intent, 

Let Scots, while Scots, praiſe Hard:8rute, 
Let Nor/e the name ay dreid, 

Ay how he faught, aft kow he ſpaird, 
Sal lateft ages reid. 


XL: 


Loud and chill blew weſtlin wind, 
Sair beat the heavy ſhowir, 

Mirk grew the night eir Hardyknute 
Wan neir his ſtately tower; 

His tower that uſd with torches bleiſe, 
To ſhyne fae far at night, 

Seimd now as black as mourning weid, 
Nae marvel ſair he ſeight. 


XII. 


There's nae light in my ladys Bboxvir, 
eres nae light in my Hall; 

Nae blink fhynes round my Fairly fair, 
Nor Ward flands on my wall. 

What bodes it ? Robert, Thomas /ay, 


1 Nae anſwer fits their dreid. 
1 Stand back, my ſont, I'll be your gyde, 
! $f But by they pait with ſpeid. 


As faft as 1 haef ſhed owre Scotlands faes, 
There ceiſt his brag of weir, 

Sair ſham'd to mynd ought but his dame, 
nnd maiden T4, iy fair, | 

«ck fear he felt, but what to fear 
He wilt not yet with dreid ; 

Sair ſhook his body, ſair his limbs, 

And all the warrior fled. 
| * * N N * %* D % #% * # 
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The Braes of Yarrow. 
USK ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride, .- 


Busk ye, busk ye, my winſom marrow, 
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
And let us leave the braes of Yarrow. 


Where got ye that bonny bonny bride, 
Where got ye that winſom marrow ? 

I got her where I durſt not well be ſeen, 
Puing the biiks on the braes of Yarrow, 


Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride, 
Weep not, weep not, my winſom marrow, 
Nor let thy heart lament to leave 

Puing the birks on the braes of Tarrow. 
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Why does ſhe weep, thy bonny bonny bride? 
V hy does ſhe weep thy winſom marrow ? 
And why dare ye nae mair well be tecn, 

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow ? 


r 


Lang muſt ſhe weep, lang mutt ſhe, mult ſhe weep, 
Lang muſt ſhe weep with dole and ſorrow, | 
And lang muſt I rae mair well be ſeen 

Puing the birks on the braes of Jarrow. 


For ſhe has tint her lover, lover dear, 

Her lover dear, the cauſe of ſorrow, 

And I have ſlain the comelicit iwain, 
That ever pued birks on the braes of Yarrow, 


Why runs thy ſtream, O Terrow, Yarrow, reid r 
Why on thy bracs heard the voice of jorrow ? 

And why yon melancholious weeds, 

Hung on the bonny birks of Tarrow 2 


What's yonder floats on the rueful, rueful flood ? 
What's yonder floats ? O dole and forrow, 

O 's the comely {wain I flew 

Upon the dolcſul' braces of Tarrow, 


L 3 Wah, 
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Waſh, O waſh his wounds his wounds in tears, 
His wounds in tears of dole and ſorrow, 

And wrap his limbs in mourning weeds, 

And lay him on the braes of Narrow. 


Then build, then build, ye ſiſters ſiſters ſad, 
Ye lifters ſad, his tomb with ſorrow, 

And weep around in woſul wiſe, 

His helpleſs fate on the braes of Yarrow. 


Curſe ye, curſe ye, his uſeleſs uſeleſs ſhield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of forrow, 
The fat: 1 ipear that pierc'd his breaſt 

His comely breaſt on the braes of 7arrow. 


Did I not warn thee not to, not to love, 
And warn from fight ? but to my ſorrow, 
Too raſlily bold, a fironger arm 

Thou met'ft, and fell on the braces of 7arrow, 


Sweet {mells the birk, green grows, green grows the 
Yellow on 7arraw's braes the gowan, ( graſs, 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, | 

Sweet the wave of Narrow flowan. 


Flows Yarrow ſweet, as ſweet, as ſweet flows Taveed, 
As green its grais, its gowan as yellow, 

As iweet ſmells on its braes the birk, 

The apple from its rocks as mellow. 


Fair was thy love, fair, fair indeed thy love, 
In flow'ry bands theu him didit fetter; 

Tho' he was fair, and well belov'd again, 
Than me he never lov'd thee better. 


Busk ye, then buek, my bonny bonny bride, 
Busk ye, then busk, my winſom marrow, 
Busk ye, and loe me on the banks of Taveed, 
And think nae ma ir on the braes of 7arroxw, 


Hoy 


(223) | 
How can IT busk a bonny bonny bride, 
How can I busk a winſom marrow, 
How loe him on the banks of Tveed, | 
That flew my love on the braes of Jarrow 2 


O Yarrow felds, may never, never rain, 
No dew thy tender bloſſoms cover, 
For there was vilely kill'd my love, 

ſy love as he had not been a lover 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple veſt, *twas my awn ſewing, 

Ah! wretched me, I little, little knew, 

He was in theſe to meet his ruin. 


The boy took out his milk-white, milk - white ſeed, 
Unheedful of my dole and ſorrow, 

But e'er the toofal of the night, 

He lay a corps on the braes of Yarrow. 


Much J rejoyc'd that woeful, woeful day, 
{ ſung, my voice the woods returning, 

But lang e'er night, the ſpear was flown 
That flew my love, and left me mourning. 


What can my barbarous, barbarous father do, 
But with his cruel rage purſue me ? 

My lover's blood is on thy ſpear ; 

How can'ſt thou, barbarous man, then woo me? 


My bappy ſiſters may be, may be proud, 
With cruel and ungentle {cofting, 
May bid me ſeek on Tarroav's braes 


My lover nailed in his coffin. 


My brother Douglas may upbraid, 


And ſtrive with threatning words to move me. 
My t lover's blood is on thy ſpear, 


How canſt thou ever bid me love thee ? 
E.4 Yes, 
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Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of love, 
With bridal ſheets my body cover, 

Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door, 

Let in the expected husband lover. 


But who the expected husband husband is ? 
His hands, methinks, are bath'd in ſlaughter. 
Ah me! what ghaſtly ſpectre's yon, 

Comes, in his pale ſhroud, bleeding after ? 


Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down, 
O lay his cold head on my pillow ; 
Take aft, take aft theſe bridal weeds, 


And crown my carcful head with yellow. 


Pale tho' thou art, yet beſt, yet beſt beloy'd, 
O could my warmth to life reſtore thee; 
Yet lye all night between my breaſts ; 

No youth lay ever there before thee. 


Pale, pale indeed, O lovely, lovely youth ! 
Forgive, forgive ſo foul a ſlaughter, 

And lye all night between my breaſts, 

No youth ſhall ever lye there after. 


Return, return, O mournful, mournful bride, 
Return and dry thy uſeleſs ſorrow, 


Thy lover heeds nought of thy fighs, 


He lies a corps in the braes of Yarrow, 


The End of the Second Volume. 
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Is Jen We behold "8 an rel ace, 

Or hen ſhe ſings with beawenly grace, 

Ii chat we hear and whet we ſee, 

How rawiſhing's the harmony l 

No charms like Celia's voice ſurpriſe, 

Except the muſic of her . LansDown. 
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Nymph of the plain, 
By a jolly young ſwain, 
By a joll young ſwain, 
| Was addreſs'd to be kind. 
But relentleis I find 
Jo his prayers the appear'd, 
'U'ho! himſelf he endear'd, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſwoet. 
As ſoon might perſw ade her his pation to meet. 


How much he ador'd her; 
How. oft he implor'd her, 
How oft he unplor'd her. 
cannot expreſs ;- 
But he lov'd to excels, 
And ſwore he would die, 
If the would not comply, 
In a manner fo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſwade her his paiſion to meet. 
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While bluſkes like roſes, 
Which nature compoſes, 
Which nature compoſes, 
Vermilion'd her face, 
With an ardure and grace, 
Which her lover improv'd, 
When he found he had mov'd, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging ad ſweet; 
As ſoon might perſwade her his paſtion to meet, 


When wak'd from the joy, 
Which their ſouls did imploy, 
Which their fouls did imploy; 
From her ruby warm lips, 
Thouſand odours he ſips, 
At the ſight of her eyes 
He faints and he dies, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſwade her his paſſion to meer. 


But how they ſhall part, 
Now becomes all the ſmart, 
Now becomes all the ſmart, 
Till he vow'd to his fair, 
That to eaſe his own care, 
He would meet her again, 
And *ll then be in pain, 
In a manner ſo ſoft ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſwade her his paſſion to meet. 


8 


— — — 


S:O NA 


E ND home my long ſtray'd eyes to me, 
Which ah! too long have dwelt on thee; 
But if from thee t. ey ve lea rn'd ſuch ill, 
To ſweetly ſmile, 
And then beguile, 
Keep the deceivers, keep them till. 


send home my harmleſs heart again, 
Which no unworthy thought cou'd ſtain; 
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( 227 ) 
Bat if it has been taught by thine, 
T'o forfeit both _ 
Its word and oath, 
Keep it, for then 'tis none of mine. 


— F 


- — * 3 — 
« E : 
* N 1 E 7 3 dx » - 2 
Pa 2 . 4 2644.” - o l 4 
— — TE 
7 22 > LE ji on. y . 
2 J 7 | - 9 
5 act] - x" Ay a 


Yet ſend me home my heart and eyes, 
That I may ſee and know thy lies, 
And laugh one day perhaps when thou 
Shalt grieve for one 
Thy love will ſcorn, _ 
And prove as falſe as thou art now. 


_— 8 - 
- — 


r - — a” 
— _— > WV 

- \ — ou 
LIL -_ w_ ” 


——ů— 


L RN 
e 


1 
I 
| 
1 
i 


p a n 
* ** 1 2 8 — — 2 — —— 


r 
9 


NG BE 


HIiLST I fondly view the charmer, 

5 Thus the God of love I ſue, 
Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 

Cupid, if you love me, do: 
Of a thouſand ſweets bereave her, | 

Rob her neck, her lips and eyes, : 
The remainder Kill wall leave her 

Power enough to tyranize. 


Shape and feature, flame and paſſion, 
Still in every breaſt will move, 
More is ſupererrogation, 

Meer idolatry of love: 
You may dreſs a world of CHloes 

In the beauties ſhe can ſpare ; 
Hear him, Capid, who no foe is 

To your altars, or the fair. 


Fooliſh mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made reply, 
Do Horella's charms diſpleaſe you, 
Die then, fooliſh mortal die: 
Fancy not that Pll deprive her 
Ot the captivating ſlore; 
Shepherd, no, Ill rather, give her 
Twenty thouſand beauties more: 


L G. Were 


a 
Were Florella proud and ſour, 


Apt to mock a lover's care; 

Juſtly then you'd pray that power” 
Shou'd be taken from the fair : 

But tho' I ſpread a blemiſh o'er her, 
No relief in that you'll find; 

Still, fond ſhepherd, you'll adore her- 
For the beauties of her mind. 
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FEN years, like 7roy, my ſtubborn heart 
Withſtood th' aſſault of fond deſire :. 

But now, alas ! I feel a ſmart, 

Poor I, like Trey, am ſet on fire. 


With care we may a pile ſecure, 
And from all common ſparks defend : 
But oh ! who can a houſe ſecure, | 
When the cœleſtial flames deſcend. 


Thus was I ſafe, kill from your eyes 
Deſtructive fires are brightly given; 

Ah! who can ſhun the warm ſurpriſe, 
When lo ! the light'ning comes from heaven. 


SONTGYT 


HILST I gaze on Che trembling, , 
Straight her eyes my fate declare; 
When ſhe ſmiles I fear diſſembling, 
When ſhe: frowns I then deſpair. . 
Jealous of ſome rival lover, 
If a wandring look ſhe give; 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


— ——— 


Why ſhould I conceal my paſſion, 
Or the torments I endure ? 
IJ. will diſcloſe my inclinaticn : 


Awful diſtance yields no cure. 


Jus. 


( 229; ): 
gure it is not in her nature, 
To be cruel to her ſlave? ; 
She is too divine a creature 


To deſtroy what the cin fave: 
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H ppy's he whoſe inclination . 
Warms but with a gentle heat: 

Never mounts to raging paſſion, 
Love's a torment if too great. 

When the ſtorm is once blown over, 
Soon the ocean quiet grows; 

But a conſtant faithful lover 

Seldom meets with true repoſe. 
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days have been ſo wond'rous free, 
M The little birds that fly, 
With careleſs eaſe, from tree to tree, 

Were but as bleſt as I. 


Ask gliding waters, if a tear 

Ot mine increas'd their ſtream 3; 
Or ask the flying gales, if eber 

I lent a ſigh to them. 


But now my former days retire, . 
And I'm by beauty caught : 
The tender chains of ſweet deſire - 
Are fixt upon my thought. 


An eager hope within my: breaſt- 
Does every doubt controul ; . 

And lovely Naz/ſy ſtands confeſt. 
The favourite of my ſoul. 


Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines. 
Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, . ö 
Ve gentle ecchocs, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retreats of love; 


With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign, 

© teach a young unpractis'd heart, | 
Jo make her ever mine. The 


« 

ll 
_ 
13 
3 | 
FF  ti4 
| 
1 t 
> i } * 
: 6 £ 
o Fl . 
1 


Fi i 3 : 
1 \ +] 
N | : 
1 2 + 8 
o 
: 14 
4 

| ; 

£ . 
' 8 A 
1 
* 1 

Li + 
. 3 

1 

o ! : 

o F 
1 : 

} 1 
, s EF 

. 

N : 

i! \ 3 « j 
U 4, N . 
: 

: 

s! i} : 
i 
np 


( 230 ) 
The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of deſpair, 
And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her. 


"Tis true the paſſion in my mind 
Is mixt with {oft diſtreſs; 


| Yet while the fair I love is kind, - 


I cannot wiſh it leſs. 


r 


O 16 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 


When black-eyed Suſan came on board; 


Oh! where ſhall I my true love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among the crew. 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd with the billows too and fro; 
Scon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below- 
The cord ſlides gently thro' his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt 
(If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her neſt: 
The nobleſt captain in the Britich fleet 
Might envy Milliam's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet, 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear ! 
My vows {ſhall ever true remain, 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again: 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compats that ſtill points at thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind: 
They'll tell, the ſailors when away, 


In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: Yes, 


(231) 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo,. 
Por thou art preſent whereſce'er I go: 


If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath is AHich's ſpicy gale, 
Thy skin is ivory fo white; 
Thus every beauteous object that I view, 
Makes in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Se. 


Tho' battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Saſan mourn, 
Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return; | 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leit precious tears ſhould drop from Su/az's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard; 
They kils'd ; ſhe ſigh'd; he hung his head: 
Wer leſſening boat unwilling rows to land, 
Adieu, ſhe cries; and wav'd her lilly hand. 
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SONG VIII. 


8 W E T are the charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the damask roſe, 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, 

Gentle as winds when Zypher blows, 

Refreſhing, as deſcending rains 

Jo ſun-burnt climes and thirſty plains. 


True as the needle to the pole, 
Or as the dial to the ſun, 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll, 
Whole ſwelling tides obey the moon 3 
From every other charmer free, 
Ny lite and love ſhall follow thee, 
4 The 
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(232) 
The lamb the flowry thyme devours, 
'The dam the tender kid purſues, 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bowers 
Of verdant ſpring, her note renews ; 
All follow what they moit admire, . 
As I purſue my ſoul's deſire. 


Nature muſt change her bcauteous face, 
And vary as the ſeaſons riſe; : 
As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th' approach of autumn flies: 
No change on love the ſeaſons bi ing, 
Love only knows perpetual ſpring.. 


Devouring time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 
And marble towers and walls of braſs 
In his rude march he levells low : 
But time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the ſoul can ne'er divide. 


Death only with his cruel dart 
The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding heart 
To mingle with the bleſt above, 
Where known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a laſting reit from pain, 


Love and his fitter fair the ſou], 
Twin-born from heaven together came: 
Love will the univerſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name; 
Divine abodes ſhall own his power, 
When time and death ſhall be no more. 
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AIR Tris and her ſwain 
Were in a ſhady bower, 
Where Thir/is long in vain 
Had ſought the happy hour; 


K*. 


( 233 ) 
At length his hand advancing 
Upon her ſnowy breaſt, 
He ſaid, O! kiſs me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 
If you would make me bleſt. 
| | II Is. 
An eaſy yielding maid 
By truſting is undone, 
Our ſex is oft betray'd 
By granting love too ſoon 
If you deſire to gain me, 
Your ſufferings to redreſs, 
Prepare to love me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 
Before you ſhall poſſeſs. 


TuTRS1IS. 
The little care you ſhow 
Of all my ſorrows paſt, 
Makes death appear too ſlow, 
And life too es, Fo laſt ; 
Oh Iris] kiſs me kindly, 
In pity of my fate, 
Fair Iris, kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly, 
Before it be too late. 
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Ir 1s. 
Vou fondly court your bliſs, 


And no advances make; 
T is not for maids to kiſs, 
But *tis for men to take: 
So you may kiſs me kindly, 
And will not rebell, 
Thirfzs may kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly ; 
But never kiſs and tell. 
ALTERNATIVE. 
And may I kiſs you kindly ? 
Yes you may ks me kindly, 
And kindly Rill and kindly ? 
And kindly till and kindly, 
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| ( 234 ) 

And will you not rebell ? 
And I will net rebell, 

Then, love, I'll kits thee kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly 3 

But never kiſs and tell. 


SONG X. 
A” bright Bellinda, hither fly, 


And ſuch a light diſcover, 
As may the abſent ſun ſupply, 
And chear the drooping lover. 


Ariſe, my day, with ſpeed ariſe, 
And all my ſorrows baniſh: 

Before the {un of thy bright eyes, 

All gloomy terrors vaniſh, 


No longer let me ſigh in vain, 
And curſe the hoarded treaſure : 
Why ſhould you love to give us pain, 
When you were made for pleaſure? 


The petty powers of hell deſtroy; 
To ſave's the pride of heaven: 
To you che firſt, it you prove coy; 

If kind, the laſt is given. 


The choice then ſure's not to hard to make, 
Betwixt a good and evil: 

Which title had you rather take, 
My Goddeſs, or, my devil ? 


— — 


S U NG N 


IE! Liza, ſcorn the little arts, 
Which meaner beauties uſe, 
Who think they ne'er {ecure our hearts, 
Unleſs they ſtill refuſe ; 
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Are coy and ſhy ; will ſeem to frown, 
To raiſe our paſſion higher; 


But when the poor delight is known, 
It quickly palls deſire. 


1 3 
” — 4 ——— ee +10 —— — 1 
— — v 5 * — 
* 9 * — A » * 
— o — 4 = _— 92 5 — 1 is RET - 
2 —— — . 
— 2 e ol = - \ 


— 
n 
* 
> 


Come, let's not trifle time away, 
Or ſtop you know not why ; 

Your bluſhes and your eyes betray 
What death you mean to die! 

Let all your maiden fears be gone, 
And love no more be croſt: 

Ah ! Liza, when the joys are known, 
You'll curſe the minutes paſt. 
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E wary, my Celia, when Celadon ſues, 
B Thele soits are the bane of your charms : 
Beauty, play'd againft reaſon, will certainly loſe, 
Warring naked with robbers in arms. 


Young Damon, deſpis'd for his plainneſs of parts, 
Has worth that a woman ſhould prize; 

He'll run the race o, tho' he heavily ſtarts, 
And di/tance the ſhort-winded wwi/e. 


Your Vol is a ſaint in the temple of love, 
And kneels all his life there to pray; | 
Your vt but looks in, and makes haſt to remove, 
Tis a ftage he but takes in his way. 


As em 
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TELT 4 and Flavia every hour, 


Do various hearts ſurpriſe ; 
In S?e//a's ſoul lies all her power, 
And Flavia's in her eyes. 


More boundleſs Flawia's conqueſts are, 
And Sze/l/a's more confkin'd : 
All can diſcern a face that's fair, 
But few a lovely mind. Stella, 
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Stella, like Britain's monarch, reigns 
O'er cultivated lands ; 

Like eaſtern tyrants, Flavia deigns 
To rule o'er barren ſands. 


Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy face, 
Thy beauties only ftore: 

Thy charms will every day decreaſe, 
Each day gives Stella more. 
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SONG XIV. 


F all the girls that are ſo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley: 
There is no lady in the land 
Is half ſo ſweet as Sally; 
She 15 the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


Her father he makes cabbage nets, 

And thro? the ſtreets does cry em 
Her mother ſhe ſells laces long 

Loo ſuch as pleaſe to buy em: 

But ſure ſuch folks cou'd ne'er beget 
So ſweet a girl as Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in cur ally. 


When ſhe is hy, I leave my work, 
PF love her fo ſincerely; 

My matter comes like any Turk,. 
And bangs me molt ſeverely : 

But let him bang his belly ſull, 
Fil bear it all for Sa/ly ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in eur alley. 


Of all the days are in the weeks, 
I dearly love but one day, 
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And that's the day that come betwixt 
The Saturday and Monday : 
For then I'm dreſt all in my beſt, 
To walk abroad with Say, 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


My maſter carries me to church, 
'And often am I blamed, 

Becauſe I leave him 1 in the lurch, 
As ſoon as text is named: 

I leave the church in ſermon- time, 
And ſlink away with Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And ſhe lives in our alley. 


Wben Chriſtmaſs comes about again, 
O! then I ſhall have money; 

Til hoard it up, and box it all, 
And give it to my honey : 

And wou'd it were ten thouſand bes 
I'd give it all to Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


My maſter and the neighbours all 
Make game of me and Sally, 

And (but for her) I'd better be 
A ſlave and row a galley ; 

But when my ſeven long years are out, 
O!] then I'll marry Saliy, 


O! then we'll wed, and = we'll bed, 
But not in our alley. 


A 


SDN G XY, 


OULD you have a young virgin of fifteen years, 
You muit tickle her fancy with ſweet and dears, 
Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly ſweetly 
Sing a love-ſonnet, and charm her ears; 


Wittily 
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Wittily prettily talk her down, 
Chaſe her, and praiſe her if fair or brown; 
Sooth her and imooth her, 
And teaſe her and pleaſe her, 
And touch but her ſmicket, and all's your own. 


Do ye fancy a widow, well known in men, 
With the front of 1flurance come boldly on; 
Be at her each moment, and briskly briskly 
Put her in mind, how her time ſteals on: 
Rattle and prattle altho' ſhe frown, 
Rouſe her and touſe her from morn to noon, 
And ſhew her ſome hour 
You are able to grapple, 
And get but her writings, and all's your own. 


Do ye fancy a punk of a humour free, 
That's kept by a fumbler of quality, 
You mutt rail at her keeper, and tell her tell her, 
That pleaſure's beſt charm is variety; 
Swear her much fairer than all the town, 
Try her and ply her when Cullh's gone, 
Dog her and jog her, 
And meet her and treat her, 
And kiſs with a guinea, and all's your own. 
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SONG XVI. 


SHE. 
H love ! if a God thou wilt be, 
Do juſtice in favour of me; 
For yonder approaching I ſee, 
A man with a beard, 
Who, as J have heard, 
Hath often undone 
Poor maids that have none, 
With ſighing and toying, 
| And crying and lying, 
And ſuch Kind of foolery. 
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( 239 ) 
| HE. 
pair maid, by your leave, 
My heart does receive 
Strange pleaſure to mect you here; 
Pray tremble not ſo, 
Nor offer to go, 
Pull do you no harm I ſwear, 
I'll do you no harm I ſwear. 


SHE. 


My mother is ſpinning at home, 
My father works hard at the loom, 
And we are a milking come; 
Their dinner they want; 
'Then pray ye, Sir, don't 
Make more ado on't, 
Nor give us affront ; 
We're none of the town 
Will ly down for a crown, 
Then away, Sir, and give us room. 
HE. 
By Phebus and Fove, 
By honour and love, | 
I' do thee, dear ſweet, no harm; 
' Ye'rre as freſh as a roſe, 
I want one of thoſe 3 
Ah! how ſuch a wife wou'd charm, 
Ah! how ſuch a wife wou'd charm. 


| SHE. 
And can you then like the old rule, 
Be conjugal, honeſt and dull, | 
And marry, and look like a fool ; 
For I muſt be plain, 
All tricks are in vain; 
There's nothing can gain 
What you wou'd obtain, 
Like moving and proving 
By wedding, true loving, 
My leſſon I learnt at ſchool. 
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(240) 
| H x. 
TII do't by this hand, 
I've houſes and land, 
Eſtate too in good free hold ; 
My dear, let us joyn, 
It all ſhall be thine, 
Beſides a good purſe of gold, 
Beſides a good purſe of gold. 


SU . 


You make me to bluſh now, I vow, 
Ah me! ſhall T baulk my cow ? 
But ſince the late oath you have ſwore, 
Your ſoul ſhall not be 
In danger for me; 
Pll rather agree 
Of two to make three : 
We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
There's no more to be aid, 
And I'll neer go a milking more. 
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SONG XVII. 


AID EN, freſh as a roſe, ä 
Voung, buxom, and full of Jollity, 
Take no ſpouſe among beaux, 

F ob of their rakmg quality; 

He who wears a long buſh, 
All powder'd down from his pericrane, 

And with noſe full of ſnuſh, 
$nuffles out love in a merry vein : 


Who, to dames of high place, 
Does prattle like any parrot too; 
Yet with doxies a brace 
At night pigs in a garret too; 
Patrimony out-run, 
To make a fine ſhow to carry thee 2 
Plainly, friend, thou'rt undone, 
If ſuch a creature marry thee. 


Then, 


"A 047 
Then, for fear of a bribe, 
Of flattering noiſe and vanity, 
Yoak a lad of our tribe, 
He'll ſhew the beſt humanity : 
Flaſky thou wilt find love, 


In civil as well as ſecular ; 


But when ſpirit doth move, 


We have a gift particular. 


Tho' our graveneſs is pride, 
That boobys the more may venerate, 
He that gets a good bride, 
Can jamp when he's to generate; 

Off then goes the diſguiſe, 


To bed in his arms he'll carry thee ; 


Then, to be happy and wiſe, 
Take yea and nay to marry thee. 
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SONG XVII. 


J AST Sunday at faint James pray'rs, 


The prince and princeſs by, 
I, dreſs'd all in my whale- bone airs, 
Sat in a cloſet nigh. 


J bow'd my knees, I held my book, 
Read all the anſwers o'er ; 
But was perverted by a look, 
Which pierc'd me from the door. 
High thoughts of heaven I came to uſe, 
ith the devouteſt care ; 


Which gay young Serephon made me loſe, 


And all the raptures there. 
He wait to hand me to my chair, 
And bow'd with courtly grace; 
But whiſper'd love into mine ear, 
Too warm for that grave place. 
Love, love, faid he, by all ador'd, 
My tender heart has won : 


W peeviſh at the word, 


But I gre 
| Dekir'd he might be gone. 
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{ 242 ) 
He went quite out of ſight, while I. 3 
A kinder an{wer meant: EP 
Nor did I for my ſins that fo 2 
By half ſo much repent... = 
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OV E, thou art the beſt of 3 ee, 
Our chiefeſt happineſs below; 
All other pleaſures are but toys, 
Muſick without thee is but noiſe, 
Beauty but an empty ſhow. 


Heaven that knew beſt what men cou d move, 
And raiſe his thoughts above the brute, +» 

Said, let him be, and let him love, 

That only muſt his ſoul 3 improve, 

- Howe'er philoſophers diſpute. 


SONG XX. 
ESPAIRING beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; 

And while a falſe nymph was his theme, 

A willow ſupported his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain, 

To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply ; 
And the brook in return to his pain, 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas! filly ſwain that I was ; | 
(Thus fadly complaining he cry'd } 


When firſt T beheld that fair face, 


T were better by far I had dy'd : 
She talk'd, and I bleſt her 5 tongue, 

When ſhe ſmil'd, it was pleaſure too great; 
J liſten'd, and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet ? 


How fooliſh was I to 6 


She could doat on ſo lowly a clown, 2 
| * r 


( 243) 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 
To forſake the fine folk of the town; 
To think that a beauty fo gay, 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 
Or go clad like our maidens in gray. 
Or live in a cottage on love ? 


What tho' I have skill to complain, 
Tho' the muſes my temples have crown'd, 


What tho' when they hear my ſoft ſtrains, 


The virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah Colin ! thy hopes are in vain, 

Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign, 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 

Whoſe muſick is ſweeter than thine. 


All you my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to fee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuſter, forbear, 
Forbear to accule the falſe maid.  - 
Tho' thro' the wide world I ſhou'd range, 
*T'is in vain from my fortune to fly 
'T'was hers to be falſe and to change, 
Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity. is found, 


Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 


And ſee me laid low in the ground: 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 

Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array ; 
Be fineſt at every fine ſhow, 
And frolick it all the fong day : 
While Colin. forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be talk'd of or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 
M 2 


SONG 


(24) 
SONG XXI. 


WAS when the ſeas were roaring, 
With hollow blaſts of Wind, 
A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin'd. 
Wide o'er the roaring billows, 
She caſt a wiſhful look ; | 
Her head was crown'd with willows, 
T hat trembled o'er the brook. 


Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days ; 
Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 
And let my lover reſt : 
Ah ! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt ? 


The merchant robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts in deſpair ; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure, 
To loſing of my dear! 
Shou'd you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find à richer maiden 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ; 

Why then beneath the water 
De hideous rocks remain ? 

No eye theſe rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wandring lover, 

And leave the maid to weep. 


All melancholly lying, . 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 
Repay'd each blaſt with fighing, - 
Each billow with a tear; 


% —— 


When 


( 245 ) 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 
His 2 corps ſhe ſpy d; 
Then like a lilly drooping, | 
She bow'd her head, and dy'd. 
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SONG XXII. 
EMEMBER, Damon, you did tell, 
In chaſtity you lov'd me well; 
But now, alas ! I am undone, 5 
And here am left to make my moan: 
'To doleful ſhades I will remove, 
Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love, 
Where poor forſaken nymphs are ſeen, 
In lonely walks of willow green. 


Upon my dear's deluding tongue, 
Such ſoft perſwaſive language hung, 
That when his words had ſilence broke, 
You wou'd have thought an angel ſpoke, 
Too happy nymph, whoe'er ſhe be, 
That now enjoys my charming he 5 
For oh ! I fear it to my coſt, . | 
She's found the heart that I have loſt. 


Beneath the faireſt flower on earth, 
A ſnake may hide, or take its birth: 
So his falſe breaſt, conceal it did 
His heart, the ſnake that there lay hid. 
Lis falſe to ſay, we happy are, 

Since men delight thus to enſnare ; 
In man no woman can be bleſt, 
Their vows are wind, their love a jeſt, 


Ye Gods, in pity to my grief, 

Send me my Damon, or relief; 
Return the wild delicious boy, | 
Whom once I thought my ſpring of joy : 
But whilſt I'm begging of this bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you anſwer thus, 
Il hen Damon has enjoy'd, he flies. 
Wha fees him, loves; who loves him, dies, 

| M 3 There's 


(246) 
There's not a bird that haunts the grove, 

But is a witneſs of my love: 

Now all the bleeters on the plain 

Seem ſympathizers in my pain 3 

Eccho's repeat my plaintive moans 3. 

The waters imitate my groans ; 

The trees their bending boughs recline, 

And droop their heads as I do mine. 


— — * 3 2 FA 
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N a bank beſide a willow, 
Heaven her covering, earth her is 
Sad Amynta ſigh'd alone: 
From the chearleſs dawn of morning, 
Till the dews of night returning, 
Singing, thus ſhe made her moan, 
Hope is baniſn'd, | 
Joys are vaniſh'd, 
Damon my belov'd is gone. 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Such a youth and ſuch a lover : 
Oh! fo true, ſo kind was he 
Damon was the pride of nature, . 
Charming in his every feature; 
Damon liv'd alone for me: 
Melting kiſſes, 
Murm'ring bliſtes, 
Who ſo liv'd = lov'd as we f 


Never ſhal! we curſe the morning, 
Never bleſs the night returning, 
_ _ S&weet embraces to reſtore ; 
Never ſhall we both ly dying, 
Nature failing, love ſupplying 
All the j joys he drain'd before: 
To befriend me, 
Death, come, end me, 
Love and Damon are no more. 
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SONG XXIV. 
\ LF X18: ſunn'd his fellow ſwains, 


Their rural ſports and jocund ſtrains, 
(Heaven guard us all from Cupid's bow z) 
He loft his crook, he left his flocks, 
And wand'ring thro the lonely rocks, 

He nouriſh'd endleſs. woe. | 


'The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came, 


His grief ſome pity, others blame 3 
The fatal cauſe all kindly feek:: 

He mingled his concern with theirs, _ 

He gave them back their friendly tears, 

He figh'd5 but could not ſpeak. 

Clorinda came among the. reſt, 

And ſhe too, kind concern expreſt, 


And ask'd the reaſon of his: woe; 
She ask'd; but with an air and mein, 


Er ade Treaty forfeen, ooo 


She fear'd too much to know. 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 
While I the cruel truth reveal ; 
Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offend your ear, 
But that ydu bid me tell. 


'Tis thus I rove, *tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the plain; 

You are the cauſe of all my care: 
Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart; 
Ten thouſand torments vex my heart; 

I love, and I deſpair. 
Too much, Alexis, T have heard, 

"Tis what I thought, *tis what I fear'd 5 

And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd : 

But yew ſhall promiſe, ne'er again 

To breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pain. 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy' d. 
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WE. ſo pale and wan, fond lover ? 

Prithee, why ſo pale 3 

Will, when look ng well can't move ber, 
Looking ill prevail? | 


Prithee, why D pale 5 


Why ſo dull and mute, young ſinner ? 
Prithee, why fo mute? ? 

Will, when ſpeaking well can't win her * 
Saying nothing do't? 
Prithee, why ſo mute? 


Quit, quit for ſhame ; this will not move, 
his cannot take her ; 
If of herſelf ſhe will not love, 
Nothing can make her : : 
The d take her. 


1 


2 


3 . CARP NOS IRIS — 
SONG XXVI. 


eee, CE TRAC ap: © 
We drank whole piſs-pots 
Full of ſack up to the brim :; 
I] drank to my friend, 
And he drank his pot, es ng. 
So we put about the wm 
Three bottles and a quart 4 4 8 
We ſwallow'd down our throat, 
(But hang ſuch puny ſips as theſe: 9 
We laid us all along, 
With our mouths unto the bung, 
And tipp'd whole * Bf with eaſe. 


1 heard of a fop 
That drank whole tankards, 
Stil'd himſelf the prince of ſors : 
But I fay now, hang > 
Such filly drunkards, ä 
Melt their flagons, break their pots. 
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My friend and I did join 
For a cellar full of wine, 
And we drank the vintner out dbu; 3 
We drank it all up | 


In a morning, at aſup, 
And greedily rov'd about for mote. 


My friend to me 

Did make this motion, 

Let us to the vintage skip : 
Then we embark'd 

Upon the ocean, 

Where we found a Spaniſh ſhip 
Deep laden with wine, 
Which was ſuperfine, 

The ſailors ſwore five hundred tun; 
We drank it all at ſea, | 
E'er we came unto the key, 


And the merchant ſwore he was quite undone, 


My friend, not having 
Quench'd his thuſt, 
Said, let's to the vineyards haſte: 
| Straight then we fail'd 
To the Canarz es, 
Which afforded juſt a taſte ; 
From thence unto the Rhine, 
Where we drank up all the wine, 
Till Bacchus cry'd, Hold ye lots, or you die, 
And ſwore he never found, 
In his univerſal round, 
. Such thirſty ſouls as my friend and I. 


Our fie ! crys one, 
Ir hat a beaft he mates him, 
He can neither ſland nor go: 
Out you beaſt, you, 
You're much miſtaken, _- 
When &er knew you a beaſt ik ſo oP 
Tis when we drink tte leaft, 
That we drink moſt like a beaſt; ; 
But when we carouſe 1 To fix in hand; 
5 


Ti 
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*T'is then, and only then, 


That we drink the moſt like men, . 
When we drink till v we ean neither _ nor ſtand. 


1 — 


8 0 N = XXVII. 
Thy T ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe,. . 5 
And money be tte miſer's wiſn, 
Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh : 
Jig wine, pure wine revives ſad ſouls ;- 


Therefore fill us the chearing bs owls, 


Let minions marſhal every hair, 
And in a lover's lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear: 
Pure wine is native red and white: 
"Tis wine, &c. 


The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 
That lively which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to ſave, 
And kindneſs flows from cups brim-full's: 


"Tis vine, &C. 


Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk, 
Some men want wit, and others wealth; 
But they want nothing that are drunk : 
"Tis wine, pure wine revives ſad ſouls ; 
 Therefbre give us the chearing bouuls, 


— S _- 
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Arewell, my bonny, bonny, witty, pretty Magay, 
And a' the roſy laſſes milkiog on the down: 
Adieu the flowry meadows, aft ſae dear to Focky, 
The ſports and merry glce of Edinborow town : 
Since French and Spaniſb louns ſtands at bay, 
And valiant lads of Britain hold em play, 
My reap-hook I maun caſt quite away, 
And fight too like a man, 
Among em for our royal queen Auus. Each 


6 


0 — * * 4 


Cad) 

Each carle of Iriſb mettle battles like a dragon: 

The German waddle, and ſtraddle to the drum; 
The Italian and the butter bowzy Hagan Mogan: 

Good- faith then, Scoti/h,Focky mauna ly, at hame: 
For ſince they are ganging to hunt renown, 
And ſwear they'll quickly ding auld Monſieur down, 
P11 follow for a pluck at his crown, 1 

To ſhew that Scotflaud can | 

Excel em for our royal queen Anne. 
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Then welcome from Vigo, 4 
And cudgelling Don Diego, i 
With ftrutting raſcallions, $ 

And plundering the galleons: 1 
Each brisk valiant fellow F 
Fought at Randondelloao, 
And thoſe who did meet 


With the Newfdund-land fleet. 
When, for late ſucceſſes, 
Which Europe confeſſes, 
At land by our gallant commanders; 
The Dutch in ſtrong. beer, 
Shou'd be drunk fora year, 
With their general's health in Flanders. 
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H E ordnance a-board, 
| - Such joys does afford, 
As no mortal, no mortal, no mortal, 
No mortal e'er more can deſire : 
Each member repairs 
From the tower to the fairs, - 
And by water wwhu/b, and by water why/h, 
By water they all go to fire. 


Of each piece that's a-ſhore, 1 

I hey ſearch from the bore; = 
And to proving, to proving, to proving, | 
To proving they go in fair weather: RT 
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0252) 
Their glaſſes are large, 
And whene'er they Maebunger 
There's a boo huzza, a boo huzza, a boo lurzza, 
Guns and humpers go off together. 


Old Vulcan for Mars, 
Fitted tools for his wars, 
To enable him, enable him, enable him, 
Enable him to conquer the faſter: 
But Mars, had he been 
Upon our Voolævich green, 
'1'o have heard S huzza, boo huzza, boo huzza, 


H&d have own'd great Marlborough his matter. | 
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SONG XXX. 


EAVE off your fooliſh prating, 
Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 
But drink your glaſs, 
Round let it. paſs, 
The bottle ſtands before ye, 
Fill it up to the topp 
Let the night with murth be <A; * 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
Love and friendſhip {till go round. 


If claret be a bleſſing, 

This night devote to pleaſure ; 
Let worldly cares, 
And ſtate affairs, 

Be thought on at more leiſure: 
Fill it up to the top, 

Let the night with joy be crown” d, 

Drink about, ſee it our, 

Love and friendfhip (till 80 round. 


If any is fo zealous, 

To Be a party-minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
Weil ſoon agree, 

And be of one opinion : 


Fill 


(259) 
Fill your glaſs, name your laſs, 
See her health go ſweetly round, 
Drink about, ſee it out, 


Let the night with; joy be crown'd. 


wad — 3. A 
6 


s ON G XXXI. 


E'LL drink, and we il never have done, boys, 


Put the olaſs then around with the * dern. 
Let Apollo's example invite us, 


For he's drunk every night, LIM 
That makes him ſo bright, . 
That he's able next morning to light us. 


Drinking's a chriſtian diverſion, 

Unknown to Turk and the Foun: | | 
Let Mahometan fools | | 5 
Live by heatheniſh rules, 

And dream o'er their tea-pots and coflee ; 
W hile the brave Britons ting, 1 
And drink healths to their Aing, 

And a fig for their ſultan and ſophy. 
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SONG XXXII. 


HILE the lover is thiaking, 
With my ſriend il be drinking, 
And with vigour purſue my delight; 
While the fool is deſigning 
His fatal confining, 
With Bacchus Vil ſpend the whole night. 


With the God I'll be jolly, 

Witnout madneſs and folly, 
Fickle woman to marry implore ; 

Leave my bottle and friend, 

For fo fooliſh an end! 
When I do, may I never drink more. 
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ELT4, let not pride undo You, 
Love and life fly ſwiftly on 3 

Let not Damon ſtill purſue you, 

Still in vain, till loye is gone: | 
See how fair the blooming rofe is, 

See by all how juſtly priz'd ; 
But when it its beauty loſes, + 

See the wither'd thing deſpis' d. 


When theſe charms that youth have lent yaw 
Like the roſes are decay'd, 


Celia, you'll too late repent you; 
And be forc'd to die a maid ! 
Die a maid ! die a maid ! die a maid ! 


Celia, you'll too late repent you, 
And be forc'd to die a maid ! © 
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SONG XXXIV. 
"LL range around the ſhady bowers, 
And gather all the ſweeteſt flowers 3 


Pn ſtrip the garden and the grove,” 
To make a garland for my love. 


When in the ſultry heat of day, EL 
My thirſty nymph does panting ly, 
Fll haſten to the fountain's brink, 

And drain the ſtream that ſhe may nk. 


At night, when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 
A graſſy bed I'll make my love, 
And with green boughs Ill form a ſhade, . 
That nothing may her reſt invade. 


And whilſt diffolv'd in ſleep ſhe lyes, 
Myſelf ſhall never cloſe theſe eyes ; 

But gazing Rill with fond delight, 
III watch my charmer all the "gd 


( 255 ) 
And then, as ſoon as chearful day 
Diſpells the gloomy ſhades away, 
Forth to the foreſt PII repair, 
And find proviſion for my fair. 


Thus will I ſpend the day and night, 
Still mixing pleaſure with delight ; 
Regarding nothing F endure, 
So ] can eaſe for her. procure. 


But if the maid whom thus I love, 

Shou'd eer unkind and faithleſs prove, 
T'll ſeek ſome diſmal diſtant ſhore, 

And never think of woman more. 
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SONG Xxxv. 


H O' cruel you ſeem to my pain, 
| And hate mie becauſe I am true ;. 
Yet, Phillis,. you. love a falſe ſwain, 

Who has other nymphs in-his view, 
Enjoyment's a trifle to him, | 

To me what a heaven it would be; 

To him but a woman you ſeem, 

But ah! you're an angelto me: 


Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, 
To them I for ever could grow, 
Still clinging around that dear waiſt, 
Which he ſpanns as beſide him you go 5. 
That arm, like a lilly ſo white, 
Which over his ſhoulders you lay, 
My boſom could warm it all-night, 
My lips they would preſs it all day. 


Were I like a monarch to reign, 
Mere graces my ſubjects to be, 
Pl leave them, and fly to the plain, 
To dwell in a cottage with thee.. 
But if I mult feel thy diſdain, 
If tears cannot cruelty drown, 
O! let me not live in this pain, 


4 


But give my death in a frown. SONG 


SONG XXXI. 


F. OM roſy bowers, where fleeps the god of love, 
HFither, ye little waiting Cupidt, fly; . 
Teach me, in ſoſt melodious ſong, to move 
With tender paſſion my heart's darling joy: 
Ah ! let the ſoul of muſick tune my voice, . 
To win dear Strepbon, who my foul enjoys, 


Or if more influencing 
Is, to be brisk and airy, 
With a ftep and a bound, 
Anda frisk from the ground, 
I'Il trip like any fairy: 
As once on Ida dancing, KEN 
Were three celeſtial bodies, | 
With an air and a face, 
And a ſhape and a grace, 
Let me charm like beauty's goddeſs. 


Ah! ah! *tis in vain, tis all in vain, 
Death and deſpair muſt end the fatal pain; 
Cold deſpair, diſguis'd like ſnow and rain, 
Falls on my breatt ; black winds in tempeſts blow: 
My veins all ſhiver, and my fingers glow ; 
My pulſe beats a dead march for loſt repoſe, 
And to a ſolid lump of ice my poor fond heart is froze. 


Or ſay, ye powers, my peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw my ſelf, or drown FIDDLIS * 
Amongſt the foaming billows, | 
Increaſing all with tears I ſhed ; 5 
On beds of Ooae and chriſtal pillows 
Lay down my love-fick head ? 55 


No, no, I'Il ſtraight run mad, 
That ſoon my heart will warm; 

When once the ſenſe is fled, 
Love has no power to charm: 

Wild thro' the woods III fly, 
My robes and locks ſhalt thus be tore; 

A thouſand thouſand deaths Fil die, 
E'er thus in vain ! &er thus in vain adore, 
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SONG XXXVII. 
H! lead me to ſome peaceful gloom, _ * 
Where none but ſighing lovers come, N 


Where the ſhrill trumpets never ſound, _ 5 
But one eternal huſh goes round 4 


There let me ſooth my pleaſing pain, 
And never think of war again; 
What glory can a lover have 
To 2 yet be ſtill a oo 7 
._ Jens x0 IT 


H ! lead me to ſome peaceful room, 
O Where none but honefl fellows come, 
Where wives loud clappers never ſound, 

But an eternal laugh goes round. 


There let me drown in wine my pain, 
And never think of home again 
What comfort can a husband bave, 
To rule the houſe where he's a ſlave. 


SONG XXIX 


PA 8 Selinda goes to prayers, 
If I but ask the favour z 

And yet the tender fool's in tears 15 
When the believes I'll leave her. 


Would I were free from this reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her ; | 


Would ſhe cou'd make of me a ſaint, -- 
Or I of her a ſinner. | 


* 
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SONG XL. 
E E, ſee, ſhe wakes, Sabina 2 t 
And now the ſun begins to riſe; 
Leſs glorious is the morn that breaks 


F rom his bright beams, than her fair eyes. EF. 
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With light united, day they; give; 
vt different fates e er night full: 
How many by his warmth will live 1 
How many wHI her coldneſs kill? \F 


0 re © —; — 
80 NG XII. 


OU NG Corydm and Phillis | 
Sat in a lovely grove, 
Contriving crowns of lillies, 
Repeating tales of love. 
And ſomething elje, but what I dare not nant, 
But as they were a playing, 
She ogled ſo the ſwain, 
It ſav'd her plainly ſaying, 
Let's kiſs to eaſe our pain, &c. 
A thouſand times he kifs'd her 8 
Upon the flowery green 
But as he further preſt hey, © 
A pretty leg was ſeen, Ee. 


we vs © * 


233 _ 3 


- * 


And, greater joys purſuing, N ws * 
He wander'd o'er her breaſt, So. 4 

A laſt effort ſne trying. CV 
His paſſion to withſtand, 

Cry'd, (but 'twas faintly crying) 
Pray take away your hand, &c, 


+” 


Young Corydon grown bolder, 
The minutes wou'd improve; 

This is the time, he- told her, -- 
To ſhew how much I love, Oc. 


The nymph ſeem'd almoſt dying, 1 3 
Diſſolv'd in am'rous heat; W 
She kiſs'd, and told him ſighing, 
My dear, your love is great, &c... 5 


( 259 ) 
But Phillis did recover 
Much ſooner than the ſwain ; 
She bluſhing, ask'd her lover, | 
Shall we not kiſs again? &c, ba, 


PIES | 


Thus love his revels keeping, 
Pill nature ata ſtand, 
From talk they fell to ſleeping, | 
Holding each others hand, c. 


Sit 1 
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SONG XLII. 


EE, ſee, my Sera phina comes, 
Adorn'd with every grace; 
Look, Gods, from your celeſtial dome, 
And view her charming face. 


* 


Then ſearch, and fee if you can find, 
In all your facred groves, 

A nymph or goddeſs ſo divine, 
As ſhe whom Strepbon loves. 


* 


3 | — — — —— 
SONG XLII. 
0 „ 
RAY now, John, let Jug prevail 
Doff thy ſword, and take a flail ; 
Wounds and blows, and ſcorching heat, 
Will abroad be all you'll get. 
: | "+ ITE, 
Sounds! you are mad, ye ſimple jade, 
Begone, and don't prate. 
SHE. 
How think ye I ſhall do, 
With Hob and Sue, 
And all our brats when wanting you r 
* H x. | 
When J am rich with plunder, 
Thou my gain ſhall ſhare. 


( 260 ) 
aa 


My ſhare will be but ſmall, I fear, 
When bold dragoons have been 1 there, 


And 20 wow flints the Germans 


Hk. 
| Mind your ſpinning, 
Mend your linnen, 
Look to your cheeſe you, 
Your pigs and your geeſe too 
SHE. 
vo, no, l'Il ramble out wich you. 
He. 


Blood and fire, if you tire 
Thus my patienee, 
With vexations and narrations, 
Thumping, thumping, thumpi ing 


rip 'em bare. 


Is the fatal word, Joan. 
SH RE. | 
Do, do, I'm good at thumping too. 
. 
— ! that huff ſhall never do. 
SHE. 


Come, come, Fob, let's buſs and be friends, 
'Thus ſtill, thus love's quarrel ends ; 


] my dane ſometimes let run, 
But alas ! I ſoon have done. 


H 8. 
Tis well you're quaſh'd, 
You'd elſe been thra ſh'd, 
Sure as my name is Fohn. 
| nx. 
Yet fain I'd know for what 
You're all ſo hot, 
To goto fight where nothing's Lot. 
HE. 
Fortune will prove kind, 
And we ſhall then grow great. 


1 


GrowWẽ 
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SE. 
Ser great 
And want both drink and meat, | 
And coin, unleſs the pamper'd Freuch you beat: 
Ah John ! take care Joe! 
| And learn more wit. 
HE. 
Dare you prate ſtill, 
At this rate ſtill, 
And like a vermin, 
Grudge my preſerment. 
SHE. 
You'll beg, or get a wooden leg. 
H E. 
Nay, if bawling, catterwawling, 
Tiittle tattle, prittle prattle, 
| Still muſt rattle; 
Ill be gone, and ſtraight aboard. 
:S HB. 
Do, do, and ſo ſhall Hob and Sue, 
Jug too, and all the ragged crew. 


SONG. MIV. 
i "ns | 


And to the fair city a journey I'll go, 
To better my fortune as other folks do, 
Since ſome have from ditches, 
And coarſe leather breeches, 

Been rais'd to be rulers, 
And wallow'd in riches, 


Ince times are ſo bad, I muſt tell thee, ſweet heart, 
Pm thinking to leave off my plough and my cart, 


Pray thee, come, come, come, come from thy wheel ; 


For if the gipſies don't lie, 
I ſhall be a governor too cer I die. 
— $un. fv 
Ah Colin by all thy late doings I find, 


With forrow and trouble, the pride of thy mind ; 
: 
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( 262 ) 
Our ſheep now at random diſorderly run, 
And now Sunday's jacket goes every day on; 
Ah ! what do'ſt thou, what do'ſt thou, what do'ſt thou 
mean ! | 
5 < He. 
To make my ſhoes clean, 
And foot it to court to the king and the queen, 
Where, ſhewing my parts, I preferment ſhall win. 
=_Y ; 
Fie ! *cis better for us to plough and to ſpin ; 
For, as to the court, when thou happen'ſt to try, 
Thou'll find nothing got there, unleſs thou can'ſt buy; 
For money, the devil and all's to be found, 
But no good parts minded without the good pound. 
H E. 
Why, then I'll take arms, and follow alarms, 
Hunt honour, that now a- days plaguely charms. 
f SHE. 
And ſo loſe a limb by a ſhot or a blow, 
And curſe thy ſelf after for leaving the plough. 
HE. 
$uppoſe I turn gameſter ? 
SHE. | 


” So cheat and " bang'd. 


: E. 
What thinke'ſt of the road then? 
| 5 N 
The high way to be hang'd. 
H 


E. | 
Nice pimping howe'er yields profit for life ; 
I'll help ſome fine lord to another's fine wife. 
| | SH E. 
That's dangerous too amor. gſt the town crew: 
For ſome of them will do. the ſame thing by you ; 


And then to cuckold ye may be drawn in ; 


Faith, Colin, tis better I = here and ſpin. 
; E. 
Will nothing prefer me, what thinWſt of the law! 
SHE. | 
Oh! while you live, Colin, keep out of that ” a 
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Ah ! there's nought got that way; 
There's no one minds now what theſe black cattle ſay, 
Let all our whole care be our farming affair. N 


H x. 
To make our corn | grow, and our apple-trees der 
|  BoTH. 
Ambition's a a no contentment can ſhow, 
" SB. 
So T'll to my diſtaff. 
+ 1 
And TIl to my plow. 
Born AGAIN, 
Let all our whole care, &c. 


5 
Lad * — 6 — aac * * —ß 
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SQN G XLV. 
He. 
HERE oxen do low, 
And apple-trees grow; 
Where corn is wn. $ To 


And graſs is mown ; 
Fae give me for life a place. 


| „ 
Where hay!s well cock'd, 
And udders are ſtroak' d; 
Where duck and drake 
Cry, quack, quack, quack ; 
Where turkeys lay eggs, 
And ſwine ſuckle pigs; 
Ok! u would I paſs my days. 


. 


On nought we Will feed, 
But what we can breed: 
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( 264 ) 
S H E. 
And wear on our backs 
The wool of our flocks ; 
And tho' linnen feel 
Rough, ſpun from the wheel, 
Tis cleanly tho? coarſe it comes. 


. 
Town follys and cullys, 

: And mollys and dellys, 
For ever adieu, and for ever : 


S „„ 
And beaux, that in boxes 
Lye ſmugg * their doxies, 
With wigs that hang down to their bums. 


He. 
Good b'uye to the mall, 
The park and canal, 
St. Fames's ſquare, 
S And flaunters there, 
The gaming houſe too, 
Where high dice and low 
Are manag'd by all degrees. 
| Adien to the Kur „„ 
Was bubled laſt night, 5 
That keeps a blowze, 
And beats his ſpouſe, 
And then in great haſte, 
To pay what he'as loſt, 
Sends home to cut down his trees. 


A. 4 
A ad well fare the lad | | 1 
Improves ev'ry clo. 
Who ne'er ſets his hand . 
To bill or to bond: 
„ 
Nor batters his flocks 


For wine or the 


Jo chouſe him of half his 1 A . A. 
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( 265 ) 
H E. 
But fiſhing and fowling, 
And hunting and bawling, 
His paſtime is ever and ever. 
+ + Pp 
Whoſe lips when ye buſs 'em, 
Smell like the bean bloſſom; 
Oh! he it's ſhall have my praiſe. 2 
| HE. 
To taverns, where goes 
Sow'r apples and ſloes, 
A long adieu! 
And farewell too 
The houſe of the great, 
Whoſe cook has no meat, 
And butler can't quench my thirſt, 
| | SU E. 
Farewell to the change, 
Where rantipoles range; 
Farewell cold tea, 
And ratahe, 
Hide-park, where pride 
In coaches ride, 
Altho' they be choak'd with duſt. 
HE. 
Farewell the law gown, 
The plague of the town, 
And foes of the crown, 
That ſhou'd be run down 
SHE. 
With city jack-daws, 
'That make ftaple laws, 
To meaſure by yards and ells. 


7 
Stock-jobbers and ſwobbers, 
And packers and tackers, 
For ever adieu, and for ever 
We know What you're doing 
And home we are going; 
And ſo you may ring _ bells, 
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( 266 ) 
SONG XLVI. 
HE. 
| F all comforts J miſcarried, 
. When I play'd the fot and married, 


*T'is a trap there's none need doubt on't 
Thoſe that are in, wou'd fain get out on't. | 


- SHE. 
Fie ! my dear, pray come to bed, 
That napkin take, and bind your head, 
'Too much diink your brains have dos'd, 
You'll be quite alter'd when repos'd. 


H x. 
*Oons ! *tis all one if I'm up or ly down, 
For as ſoon as the cock crows Pit be gone. 


SHE, 
*T'is to grieve me, thus you leave me, 
Was I, was I mace a wife to ly alone? 
= 75 „ 
From your arms my ſelf devorcing, 
T this morn muſt ride a courſing, 
A ſport that far excells a madam, 
Or all the wives have been ſince Adam. 


SHE. 

I, when thus I've loſt my due, 
Muſt hug my pillow wanting you; 
And whilſt you tope it all the day, 

Regale in cups of harmleſs tea. 
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H. 
Pox, what care I! drink your flops till you die; 
Yonder's brandy will keep me a month from home. a 
Sn E. ic 
If thus parted, I'm broken hearted ; : 
When I, when I ſend for you, my dear, pray come. 
© I 


Eier I be from rambling hindred, _ 
£ll renounce my ſpouſe and kindred ; 
o be ſober I've no leiſure, 

What's a man without his pleaſure ? 


To 
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SHE. 
To my grief then I muſt ſee, | 
Strong wine and Nantz my rivals be; 
Whilit you cirouſe it with your blades, 
Poor I lit ſtitching with my maids. 


IE. 
Sounds! you may go to your goſſops, you know, 
And there, if you meet with a friend, pray do. 
SHE. 
Go, ye joker, go, provoker, _ 
Never, never ſhall I meet a man like you. 


— — 8 
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SONG XLVII. 


RET TV parrot, ſay, when I was away, 
And in dull abſence paſt the day, 3 
What at home was doing ? | 
 V:th chat and play 
We were gay, 
Night and day, 
Good chear and mirth renewinr ; 
Hing ing laughing all, lile pretty pretty poll. 


Was no fop ſo rude, boldly to intrude, 
And like a ſaucy lover wou'd- | 
Court and teaſe my lady ? 
A thinz you know, 
Made fer ſhow, 
CalPd a beau, 5 
Near her was alavays ready, 


Ever at her call, like pretty pretty poll. 


Tell me with what air, he approach'd the fair, 
And how ſhe could with patience bear, 
- All he did and utter'd ? 

He flill addreſs'd, 

Still careſs'd, 

Kiſ?d and preſ5'd, Rt | 

Sung, pratil d, laugb'd and flutter'd: . 

Well receiv'd in all, like pretty pretcy poll, 


N 2 - 


To 
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Did he go away, at the cloſe of day, 
Or did he ever uſe to ſtay, 
| In a corner dodging ? 
The want of light, 
When 'twas might, 
SpoiPd my fight; 
Bat I believe his lodging 
Mas within her call, like pretty pretty poll. 


— 
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dang by Pinkanello, merry Andrew to Leverigo the 
Mountebank Doctor. 


E RE are people and ſports, 
Of all ſizes and ſorts, 
Coach'd damſel and /quire, 
And mob in the mire, 
Tarpaulins, Trugmallions, 
Lords, ladies, ſows babies, 
And loobies in ſcores ; 
Some hawling, ſome bawling, 
Some leering, ſome fleering, 
Some loving, ſome ſhoving, 
With legions of furbelow'd whores ; 
To the tavern ſome go, 
And ſome to a ſhow, 
See popets for mopets, 
Jack puddens for cuddens, 
Rope dancing, mares prancing, 
Boats flying, 2uacis lying, 
Pick pockets, pick plackets, 
Beaſts, Butchers and Beaux. 
Fops prattling, dice rattling, 
Rocks ſhaming, Putts daming, 
| Whores painted, Masks tainted 
In taly-mans furbelow'd cloaths. 
The mob's joys wou'd ye know, 
To yon muſick-houſe go, . 
| ce 


(269) 


See taylors and ſailors, 
Whores oily and dolly, 7; 
Hear muſick makes you ſick 3 
Some skipping ſome tripping, 
Some 2 ſome + 
Like ſpiggit and tap; 
| Short meaſure, ſtrange pleaſure, 
Thus billing and fwiliing, 
Some yearly get fairly 
For fairings, pig pork and a clap. 


* | OS TT 
The Second Part. 


E E, Sirs, ſee here! a Doctor rare, 
Who travels much at home! 
Here take my bills, they cure all ils, 
Baſt, preſent, and to come; 


The cramp, the ſtitch, the ſquirt, the ich, 


The gout, the ſtone, the pox, 
T he mulligrubs, the wanton ſcrubs, 
And all Pandora's box: 
Thouſands I've diſſected, 
Thouſands new erected, 
And ſuch cures effected, 
As none e'er can tell ; 
Let the palſie ſhake ye, 
Let the cholick rack ye, 
Let the crinkrums break ye, 
Let the murain take ye, 
Take this, take this, and you are well : 
Thauſands, &C. 


Come bits ſo keen, devour'd with ſpleen, 
And beaux who've ſprain'd your backs, 

Great-belly'd maids, old founder'd jades, 
And pepper'd vizard cracks ; 

1 ſoon remove the pains of love, 
And cure the amorous maid, 

The hot, the cold, the young, the old 
The living and the dead ; 
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Iclear the laſs with wainſcot-face, 
And from pim-ginets free 

Plump ladies red hike Saracer's head 
With toping ratafee. 

This, with a jirk, will do your work, 
And ſcour you o'er and o'er 3 

Read, judge, and tiy; and if you die, 
Never believe me more. 


— i 1 r 


1 
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SON G XLIX. 


O H ! the charming month of May, 
When the breezes 
Fan the trees, 1s 
Full of bloſſoms freſh and gay: 
Oh ! the charming month of May, 


Charming charming month of May. 


Oh! what joys our proſpects yield, 
When in new livery 
We ſee every 

Buſh and meadow, tree and Geld : 


Q-! what joy, &c. Charming joys, &c. 


Oh! how freſh the morning air, 
When the Zyphers 
And the heifers 
Their odorif'rous breath compare: 
Oh ! how freſp, &c. Charming freſh, &e. 


Oh! how ſiveet at night to dream, 
On moſſy pillows, 
By the trillows 
Of a gentle purling ſtream, 
Oh ! how feveet, &c. Charming faveet, &c. 


Oh ! how kind the country laſs, 
Who, her cow bilking, 
Leaves her milking 
For a green-gown on the graſs : 
Oh ! how kind, &c. Charming kind, &c. FR 


1 
Oh ! how ſweet it is to ſpy, 
At the concluſion, | 
Her deep confuſion, 


Bluſhing cheeks and down-calt eye y - 


Oh ! how faveet, &c. Charming ſweet, &c. V. 


Oh ! the charming curds and cream, 
When all 1s over, 
She gives her lover, 
Who on the skiminz-d.ſh carves het name. 
OY the charming curds and cream, 


Charming charming, &c. 


— — 


SONG L 


UPTD, God of pleafing anguiſh, 
Teach th enamour'd ſwain to languiſh, 
Teach him fierce defires to know. 
Heroes wou'd be loit in ſtory, 
Did not love inſpire their glory, 
Love does all that's great below. 
36 — — — 
SONG I. 


Y Chloe, why do ye ſlight me, 
Since all you ask you have ? 
No more with frowns affright me, 
Nor uſe me like a ſlave : 
Good nature to diſcover, 
Uſe well your faithful lover, 
I'il be no more a rover, 
But conſtant to my grave. 


Could we but change conditions, 

My grief would all be flown ; 
Were I the kind phyſician, 

And you the patient grown: 
All own you're wond'rous pretty, 
Well ſhap'd, and alſo wiity, 
Enſorc'd with generous pity, 
Then make my caſe your own, 
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The filver ſwan, when dying, 

Has moit melodious lays, 
Like him, when life is flying, 

In ſongs I'll end my days: 
But know, thou cruel creature, 
My tou! ſhall mount the flecter, 
And I ſhall ſing the ſweeter, 
By warbling forth thy praiſe. 


— 
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S O'N G Lk 


N this grove my Strepbon walkt, 


Here he lov'd, and there he talkt 5 
Here he lod d, &c. 


In this place his loſs J prove, 
A ſad remembrance of our love. 
Oh ! ſad remenibrance of our love. 


In this grove my S:rephon ſtray'd, 
Here he ſmil'd, and there betray'd ; 
Here be ſmiÞd, &c. © 

Every whiſpering breeze can tell, 
How I, poor I believing, fell; 
Ah! by to ſoon believing, fell. 


By this ſtream my Streþhrn mov'd, 
Here he ſung, and there he lov'd ; 
Here he ſung, &c. » 

Every ſtream and every tree, 

Cries out, perfidieus cruel he, 


And helpleſs poor forſaken ſhe. 


On this bank my Szrephon lean'd, 

A lovely foe, but faithleſs friend; 

A lovely foe, &c. 

Ye verdant banks, each ftream and grove, 
Once joyous ſcenes, now diſmal prove, 
Since Strephon's falſe to me and love. 


SONG 


C293 ) 
SONG LIL 
1 NSPORTE D with pleaſure; 
I gaze on my treaſure, 

And raviſn my fight ; 
While ſhe gayly ſmiling, 

My anguiſh beguiling, 
Augments my delight. 


How bleſt is a lover, 
Whoſe torments are over, 
His fears and his pain; 
When beauty relenting, 
Repays with conſenting, 
Her ſcorn and diſdain. 
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SONG LIV. 


Quire of. bright beauties 
In ſpring did appear, 
'i'o chuſe a May-lady 
To govern the year ; 
All the nymphs were in white, 
And the ſhepherds in green,, 
The garland was given, 
And Phillis was queen. 
But Phillis refuſed it, 
And ſighing did ſay, 
I'll not wear a garland 
While Pan is away. 


While Pan and fair Syrinx* 
Are fied from the ſhore; 
The graces are baniſh'd, 
And love is no more: 
The {ok God of pleaſure 
That warm'd our deſires, 
Has broken his bow, 
And extinguiſh'd his fires; 
And vows that himſelf 
Ard his mother will mourn, 
Till Paz and fair Syrinæ | 


In triumph return. * N 5 N 
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Forbear your addreſſes, 

And court us no more 3 
For we will perform 

What the deity ſwore : 
But if you dare think 

Ot deſerving our charms, 
Away with our theep- hooks, | 

And take to your arms : 
Then lawrels and mirtles 

Your brows ſhall adorn, 
When Paz and fair Syrinx 

In triumph return. 


BY : A 


SONG LV. 


S charming Clara walk'd alone, 

"\ The feather'd ſnow came ſoftly down, 
ike Fove deſcending from his tower, 

To court her in a ſilver ſhower : 

The ſhining flakes flew to her breaſts, 

As little birds into their neſts ; 

But being outdone with whiteneſs there, 
For grief diſſolv'd into a tear; 

Thence flowing down her garment's hem, 
To deck her froze into a gem. 


—— —. 
" 2 ad * — 


$ONG UI. 


E beaux of pleaſure, 
Whoſe wit at leiſure, 
Can count love's treaſure, 
Its joy and ſmart ; 
At my deſire, 
With me retire, 
To know what fire 
Conſumes my heart. 


Three moons that haſted, 
Are hardly waſted, 
Since I was blaſted 


With Leauty's ray: 


Aurore 


* 


(275) 
Aurora ſhews ye 
No face ſo roſie, 
No July poſie 
So freſh and gay. 


Her skin by nature, 
No Ermin better, 
Tho' that fine creature 
Is white as ſnow; 
With blooming graces 
Adorn'd her face is, 
Her flowing traces 
As black as ſloe. 


She's tall and ſlender, 
She's ſoft and tender; 
Some God commend her 3 

M wit's too low: 

'T were joyful plunder, 
To bring her under, 
She's all a wonder 

From top to toe. 


Then ceaſe, ye ſages, 
To quote dull pages, 
That in all ages 

Our minds are free: 
Tho' great your skill is, 
So ſtrong the will is, 
My love for Phillis 

Muſt ever be. 


——— aa... — 
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SONG EVIL- 


O * evening as I lay 
A-muling in a grove, 
A nymph excceding gay 
Came there to ſeek her love; 
But fin ding not her ſwain, 
She ſat her down t ) orieve, 
And thus the did co np! an, 
How men her {ex deceive. 
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Believing maids, take care 
Of falſe deluding men, 


Whoſe pride is to enſnare 
Each female that they can : 


* 


My perjur'd ſwain he ſwore 
A thouſand oaths, to prove 

[As many have done before) 
How true he'd be to love. 


Then, virgins, for my ſake, 


Ne er truit falſe man again, 
'The pleaſure we partake, 
Ne'er anſwers half the pain; 
Uncertain as the ſeas, 
Is their unconſtant mind, 
At once they burn or freeze, 
Still changing like the wind. 


When ſhe had told her tale, 

Compaſſion ſeiz d my heart, 
And Cupid did prevail 

With me, to take her part: 
Then bowing to the fair, 

I made my kind addreſs, 
And vow'd to bear a ſhare 

In her unhappinels. 


Surpriz'd at firſt ſhe roſe, 

And ſtrove from me to fly: 
T told her I'd diſcloſe 

For grief a remedy. | 
Then, with a ſmiling look, 

Said ſhe, to aſſwage the ſtorm, 
I:dcubt you've undertock, 

A task you can't perform. 


$ince proof convinces beſt, 
Fair maid, believe it true, 
That rage is but a jeſt, 
To what revenge can do: 
Then ſerve him in his kind, 
And. fit the fool again, 
soch · charms were nei er deſign d 
For ſuch a faithleſs ſwain. 


I courted 


( 277 ) 

Þ courted her with care, 

Till her ſoit ſoul gave way, 
And from her breaſt fo fair, 

Stole the ſweet heart away: 
Then ſhe with ſmiles confeſs'd, 

Her mind felt no more pain, 
While ſhe was thus careſs'd, 

By ſuch a lovely ſwain. 


N Lui. 


TY O not ask me, charming Phillis, 


Why lead you here alone, 
By this bank of pinks and lillies, 
And of roſes newly blown. 


"Tis not to behold the beauty 


Of theſe flowers that crown the ſpring; 


'Tis to but I know my duty, 
And dare never name the thing. 


"Tis at worſt Hut her. denying, 
Why ſhou'd I thus feartul be? 
Every minute gently flying, 
Smiles and ſuys, make uſe of me. 


What the ſun does to the roſes, 


While the beams play ſweetly in, 
I would but my fear oppoſes, 


And ] dare not name the thing. 


Vet I die if I conceal it; 
Ask my eyes, or ask your own, 
And if neither can reveal it, 
Think what lovers think alone. 


On this bank of pinks and lillies, 
Might I ſpeak what 1 would do, 


I. wou'd —— with my lovely PYlis, 
I wou'd ; I wou'd =— Ah ! wou'd you. 
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HILLIS the faireſt of love's foes, - 
Tho' fiercer than a dragon, 

Phillis that ſcorn'd the powder'd beaux, 
What has ſhe now to brag on ? 
What has ſhe now to brag on ? 
What has ſhe, &c. 

So long ſhe kept her limbs ſo cloſe, 

Till they have ſcarce a rag on. 


I Compell'd thro' want, the wretched maid. 

Did fad complaints begin, 

Which ſurly Szrephon hearing, faid, 
It was both ſhame.and tin, 
It was both ſhame and ſin, 
It vas both, &c. 

To pity ſuch a I. zy jade, 
Wou' d neither kiſs nor ſpin. 


— 


KAN 
HEN Chloe we ply, 
Me ſwear we ſhall die, 
Her eyes do our heart ſo enthrall ; 
But 'tis for her pelf, 
And not for herſelf; 
»Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


'The maidens are coy, 
They'll piſh ! and they'll fie! 
And ſwear, if you're rude, they will call; 
But whiſper ſo low, 
By which you may know, 
*Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


My dear, the wives cry, 
If ever yon die, 

To marry again I ne'er ſhall ; 
But leſs than a year, 
Will make it appear, 

Tis. all artifice, artifice all, 


———— — — —U—ñä 
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Th matters of ſtate, 
And party debate, 
For church and for juſtice we bawl ; 
But if you'll attend, 
Voull find in the ed. 
Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


— r 
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SON G LAX 
The Parſon among the Peaſe, 


NE long Fhitjun holy-day, 
S Holy-day, holy-day, it was a jolly Ws 
Young Ralph, buxom Phillida, 
Phillida, a welladay ! ; 
Met in the peaſe; 
They long had community, 
He lov'd her, ſhe lov'd him, 
Joyful unity, nought but opportunity 
Scanting was wanting, 
Their boſoms to eaſe. 
But now fortune's cruelty, cruelty, . 
You will fee ; for as they ly 
In clofe hug, Sir Domine ; 4 
Gemini Gomint 
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Chanc'd to come by, 

He read prayers 1' the family, 
No way now to frame a lie, 

They ſcar'd at old Homzhy, . 

Homily, Homily, 

| Both away fly. 
Home, ſoon as he ſaw the fight, 
Full of ſpite, as a kite runs the recubite, . 
Likea noliy Hypocrite, 
Hypacrite, Hypocrite, 
Miſchief to fay ; 

Save he wou'd fair Phillida, 
Phillida, Phi/l:d4a dreſt that holy- day 3 3 
But poor Ra/ph, ah welladay ! 
Welladay ! welladay ! 
Turn'd was away. * Ads 
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Ads nigs, cries Sir Domine 
Gemini Gomini, ſhall. a rogue ſtay, 
To baulk me, as commonly, 
Commonly, commonly, 
Has been his way. 

No, I ſerve the family, 
They know nought to blame me by, 
I read prayers and homily, 
Homily, homily, = 

Three times a day. 


SONG IXII. 


OW happy are we, 
Who from thinking are free, 
That curbing diſeaſe of the mind, 
Can indulge every taſte, 
Love where ve like bet, . 
Not by dull reputation confin'd. 


When we're young, it to toy, . 
Gay delights we enjoy, 


And have crowds of new lovers ſtill wooing z- 


When we're old and decay'd, 
We procure for the trade, 
Still in every age we are doing. 


If a cully we meet, 
We ſpend what we get 


Every day, for the next never think; 


When we die, where we go 
We have no ſenſe to know, | 
For a bawd always dies in her drink. 


93 CE 


—— — 
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SGA NG EXIT. 


4 NE April morn, when from the ſea 


Phæbus was juſt appearing, 
Damon and Celia young and gay, 
Long ſettled loye endearing, 


( 281 ) 


Met in a grove, to vent their ſpleen 
On parents unrelenting ; 
He bred of Tory-race had heen, 

| She of the tribe diſſenting. 


Celia, whoie eyes outſhone the God, 
Newly the hills adorning, | 
Told him, mamma would be ſtark mad, 
She miſting prayers that morning; 
Damon, his arm about her wail 
Swore, tho” nougat ſhould them ſunder, 
Shou'd my rough dad rnow \.ow 'm bleſt, 
Twou'd make him roar lie thunder. 


Great ones made by ambition blind, 
By faction ſtill ſupport it, 

Or where vile money taints the mind, 
They for convenience court it: 

But mighty love, that ſcorns to ſhew 
Party ſhould raiſe his glory, 

Swears he'll exalt a vaſſal true, 
Let it be ab ig or Tory. | 
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SON G LXIV. 
MONGST the willows on the graſs 
Where nymphs and ſhepherds ly, 
Young Willy courted honny Beſs ; 
And Nel ſtood liſt'ning by; 
Says Will, We will not tarry 
Two months before we marry. 
No, no, fie no, never never tell me ſa, 
For a maid Pll live and die: 


Says Nell, So all not J. 
Says Nell, &c. 


Long time betwixt hope and deſpair, 
And kiſſes mixt between, 

He with a ſong did charm her ear, 
Thinking ſhe chang'd had been; 
Says Will, I want a blefling, : 

Subſtantialer than Kiſſing. 


LY 


No, 


* 
-=Y 
wy”. 
4 
1 
= 
14 
43 
1 
wo 
$7 
| . 
TH. 
1 
1 4 


3 = ; £52... Ag ö : * LE 
—— — * m_ * oY * — __ —< 2 — 
— — 2 — — 2 — 24 oh 8 * ve e —＋ 1 
= — 2 . - N of 1 
. ²˙ ©. 7 IR. ; >" a 1 8 
fs _ 1 + p 2 2 £2 K * K = _= Ik 
. N 7 0 ＋ N 1 7 ens 3 
1 2 9 2 2 


ff K IR I? 
r - 2 —— * ww + 
% 2 - 

ALS Tay oo WE a 

I i& 
2 2 * Or— * — P32 __ 
S 2 TT TD EY 2 * — 
r 
= 


( 282 ) 


No, no, fe no, never never tell me ſo, 

For I will never change my mind: 
Says Nell, 2 % prove more kind. 
Says Nell, 


Smarting pain - virgin finds, 
Altus by nature taught, 
When ſhe firſt to man ivclines : 
Quoth Nell, DU] venture that. 
Oh! who wou'd loſe a treaſure, 
For ſuch a puney pleaſure ! 
Not J, not I, no, a maid I'll live and die, 
| And to my vow be true. 
©7u3th Nell, The more fool ”= 
D7u9th Nell, &c. 


To my cloſet I'll repair, 
And read on godly books, 
Forget vain love and worldly care. 
Druoth Nell, That /ikely looks | 
You wen are all perfidious, 
But I will be religious, 
Try alt, fy all, and while I breath dety all, 
Your tex I now deſpiſe. 
Says Nell, By Jove, She lies. 
Says Nell, &c. 
— ꝗ — — UUUU—— 
| S 0 N G IXV. 
E LINDA ſure's the brighteſt thing, 
That decks the earth, or breaths our air; 


Mild are her looks like opening ſpring, 
And like the blooming ſummer fair. 


But then her wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her charms appear to ly, 
Like glaring colours on a wall, 
And ſtrike no further than the eye. 


Our eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 

Our ears are abſent from the „ 1 
One ſenſe is ſurfeited with ſweets, 

Starv'd or diſguſted are the reſt: 


So 


( 253) 
So have I ſeen with aſpect bright, 
And taudry pride, a tulip iwell, 


Blooming and beauteous to the ſight, 
Dull and inſipid to the ſmell. 


SONG LXVI. 


X Trifling ſong ye ſhall hear, 
Began with a trifle and ended; 
All trifling people draw near, 

And I ſhail be nobly attended. 


Were it not for trifles a few, 
That lately came into the play, 
The men would want ſomething to do, 
The women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes men trifle in drefling ? 
| Becaule the ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often carefling 
That eminent trifle, a beau, 


When the lover his moments has trifled, 
The trifle of trifles to gain, 

No fooner-the virgin is rifled, 
But a trifle hall part them again. 


What mortal wou'd ever be able, 
At Whyte's half a moment to lit ? 

Or who is't cou'd bear a tea-table, 
Without talking trifles for wit ? 


The court is from trifles ſecure, 
Gold keys are no trifles we ſee ; 

White-rods are no trifles I'm ſure, 
Whatever their bearers may be. 


But if you will go to the place, 
Where trifles abundantly breed ; 
The levee will ſhow you, his Grace 
Makes promiſes trifles indecd ! 


A coach. 
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A coach with fix footmen behind, 
I count neither trifle nor ſin; 
But, ye Gods! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous trifle within ? | 


A flask of Champaign people think it 
A trifle, or ſomething as bad; | 
But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 

You'll find it no trifle by Gad. 


A parſon's a trifle at ſea, 

A widow* a trifle in ſorrow, 
A peace is a trifle to day, 

To break it a trifle to morrow. 


A black coat a trifle may cloke, 
Or to hide it the red may endeavour 
But if once the army is broke, 
We ſhall have more trifles than ever. 


The ſtage is a trifle, they ſay, 
The reaſon pray carry along; 
Becauſe that at every new play, 
The houſe they with trifles ſo throng. 


But with people's malice to trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a foot; 

The author of this is a trifle, 
And his ſong 1s a trifle to boot, 


_— 
— — — _ 


SONG LXVII. 


RO NI grave leſſons and reſtraint, 
I'm ſtole out to revel here; 
Yet I tremble and I faint, 
In the middle of the fair. 


Oh! would fortune in my way 
Throw a lover kind and gay; 
Now's the time he ſoon might move 
A young heart unus'd to love, 


( 285 ) 


Shall I venture? No, no, no, 

Shall J from the danger go? 
Oh ! no, no, no, no, no, 2 
I muſt not try, I cannot fly, : a 
I muſt not, durſt not, cannot fly. 


Help me, nature; help me, art; 
Why ſhould I deny my part ? 

If a lover will purſue; | 
Like the wiſeſt let me do; 

T will fit him if he's true, 

If he's falſe J Il fit him too. 


—_—_— 
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Nomen and Wine. 


O ME ſay women are like fea, 
Some the waves, and ſome the rocks, 

dome the roſe that ſoon decays, 

Some the weather, ſome the eocks ; 
But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
There's nothing can be compar'd ſo well, 
As wine, wine, women and wine, 

They run in a parallel. 


Women are witches when they will, 
So is wine, ſo is wine, 

They make the flateſman loſe his skill, 

Ihe ſoldier, lawyer and divine: 

They put a gigg in the graveſt skull, 

And ſend ther wits to gather wool; 

'I's wine, wine, women and wine, 
They run in a parallel. 


What is't that makes your face ſo pale, 

What is't that makes your looks divine, 
What makes your courage riſe and fall, 

Is it not women, is it not wine ? 
Whence proceed th' inflaming doſes, 
Thar ſet fire to your noſes ? | 
From wine, wine, women and wine, 

They run in a parallel, SONG 


6 


( 236 ) 
SONG LXIX. 


OU?D you chaſe a wife, 
For a happy life, 

Leave the court and the country take, 

Where Do//; and Sue, 

Young 1; and Prue, 

Follow Roger and John, 

Whilſt harveſt goes on, 
And merrily merrily rake. 


Leave the London dames 

(Be it ſpoke to their ſhames 
To ly in their beds till noon, 

Then get up and ſtretch, 

And paint too and patch, 

Soine widgeon to catch, 

T nen look on their watch, 
And wonder they roſe up ſo ſoon. 


Then coffe and tea, 

Both green and bohen, 
Are ſerv'd to their tables in plate, 

Where tatles do run, 

As ſwift as the ſun, 

Of what they have won, 

And who is undone 
By their gaming and ſitting up late. 


The laſs give me here, 
'Tho' brown as my beer, 
That knov's how to govern her houſe, 
That can milk her cow, 
Or farrow her ſow, - 
Make butter and cheeſe, | 
Or gather green peaſe, 
And values fine cloaths not a ſouſe. 
This is the girl 
Worth rubies and pearl, 
A wife that will make a man rich: 
We gentlemen need 


No quality breed, 


To 
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To ſquander away 
What taxes wou'd pay 3 
We care not in faith for ſuch. 
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| - PS NS LXX. 
E S I could love, if I could find 
A miſtreſs fitted to my mand, 
Whom neither gold nor pride could move, 
To change her virtue or her love : 


Loves to go neat, not to go fine, 
Loves for myſelf, and not for mine; 
Not city proud, nor nice and coy, 
But full of love, and full of joy : 


Not childiſh young, nor beldame old, 
Not fiery hot, nor icy cold, 

Not gravely wiſe to rule the ſtate, 

Not fooliſh to be pointed at: 


Not worldly rich, nor baſely poor, 
Nor chaſte, nor a reputed whore: 
If ſuch an one you can diſcover, 
Pray, Sir, intitle me her lover. 
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SONG LXXL 


LEST as th' immortal Gods is he, 
The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Soitly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. 


T was this bereav'd my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 

For while I gaz'd in traniport toſt, 

My breath was gone, my voice was loſt, 


My boſom glow'd ; the ſubtile flame 
Ran quick thro' all my vital frame ; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 
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In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd, 
My teeble pulſe forgot to play, WED 
1 N ſunk, and dy'd away. 
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SONG ILXXI. 


V O U may ceaſe to complain, 


For your ſuit is in vain, 
All attempts you can make 
But augments her diſdain; 
She bids you give over 
While *tis in your power, 
For except her eſteem 
She can grant you no more : 


Her heart has been long ſince 


Aſſaulted and won, 
Her truth is as laſting 
And firm as the ſun; 
You'll find it more eaſy 
Your paſſion to cure, 
Than for ever thoſe fruitleſs 
Endeavours endure. 


You may give this advice 
To the wretched and wiſe, 
But a lover like me 
Will thoſe precepts * ; 
I ſcorn to give over 
Were it in my power; 
'Tho' eſteem were deny'd me, 
Yet her Þ 1! adore, 
A heart that's been touch'd 
Will ſome ſimpathy bear, 
»Twill leſſen my ſorrows 
If ſhe takes a ſhare ; 
TIl count it more honour 
In dying her ſlave, 
Than did her affections 
The ſteddineſs crave. N 


py 
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vou may tell her I'll be 

Her true lover, tho? ſhe 
'Should mankind deſpiſe - 

Out of hatred to me; 

*Tis mean to give o'er 

Caauſe we get no reward, 
She loſt not her worth 

When I loſt her regard; 
My love on an altar 

More noble ſhall burn, 
J fill will love on 

Without hopes of return; 
Tl tell her ſome other 

Has kindled the flame, 
And N11 ſigh for herſelf 

In another one's name. 
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SN LAXUHE 
The trppling Philoſophers, 


D OGENES ſurly and proud. 
0 Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 
Velighted in wine that was good, 

Becauſe in good wine there was truth; 
But growing as poor as a Fob, 
Unable to purchaſe a flask, 


He choſe for his manſion a tub, 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the cask. 


Heraclitus ne er wou'd deny | 
A bumper, to cheriſh his heart; 
And when he was maudlin wou'd cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his quart : 
Tho? ſome are fo fooliſh to think, 
le wept at men's follies and vice, 
Twas only his cuſtom to drink, 
Till the liquor low'd out of his eyes, 
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( 299) 
Democritus always was glad 
To tipple and cheriſh his ſoul ; 


Would laugh like a man that was mad, 


When over a good flowing bowl ; 
As long as his cellar was ſtor'd, 

The liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And when he was drunk as a lord, 

At them that were ſober he'd laugh, 


Wile Solon, who carefully gave 


Good laws unto Athens of old, 
And thought the rich Cre@/us a ſlave. 

( Tho' a king) to his coffers of gold ; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls ; 

But drinking much talk would decline, 
Becauſe *twas the cuſtom of fools, 

To prattle much over their wine. 


* 


Old Socrates ne'er was content, 
Till a bottle had heighten'd his j Joys, 
Who in's cups to the oracle went, 
Or he ne'er had been counted ſo wiſe : 
Late hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 
Made wine the delight of his life, 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 
Such a damnable ſcold of a wife. 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his parts, 
Who tutor'd the bully of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o'er his cups and his quarts, 
Which he drank like a miſer at home; 
And, to ſhew he lov'd wine that wag 
To the laſt, (we may truly aver it) 
He tinctur'd his bath with his blood, 
So fancy'd he died in his claret. 


Pythagoras did ſilence enjoin, 

On his pupils who wiſdom would ſeek ; 
Becauſe he tippled good wine, 

Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak ; 
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And when he was whimſical 'grown, 
With ſipping his plentiful bowls, 


By the ſtrength of the juice in his crown, 


He conceiv'd tranſmigration of ſouls. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
And thought that a cup of-the beſt 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
With wine he repleniſh'd his veins, 
And made his philoſophy reel; 


Then fancy'd the world, like his brains, 


Turn'd round like a chariot wheel. 


Ariſtotle, that maſter of arts, 
Had been but a dunce without wine, 
And, what we aſcribe to his parts, 
Is due to the juice of the vine: 
His belly, moi writers agree, 
Was big as a watering-trough; 
He therefore leapt into the ſea, 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 
He fondly to wiſdom was-prone ; 
But had it not been for good wine, 
His merits had never been known. 
By wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes fancy with wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhou'd have hat 
Philoſophers, poets, or kings. 
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SONG e 


Down among the Dead Men. 


ERE's a health to the king and a laſting peace; 
May faction be damn'd, and diſcord ceaſe : 


Come, let us drink it while we've breatb, 


vor there's no drinking after death; 
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And he that won't with this comply, 
Down among the dead men, 
Down among the dead men, 
Down, down, dawn, down, 
DPown among the dead men, let him ty. 


Now a health to the Queen, and may ſhe long 
B' our firſt fair toaſt to grace our ſong ; 
Of wi' your hats, wi' your knee on the ground, 
Take off your bumpers all around; | 
And he that will not drink his dry, 

Down among, &c. let him ty. 


Let charming beauty's health go round, 
In whom celeſtial joys are found: 
And may confuſion {till purſue 


The ſenſeleſs woman-hating crew); 


And he that will this health deny, 
Down among, &c. let him ty. 


Here's thriving to trade, and the common-weal, 
And patriots to their country leal ; 
But who for bribes gives Satan his ſoul, 
May he ne'er laugh o'er a flowing bowl ; 
And all that with ſuch rogues comply, 
Down among, &c. let him ty, 


In ſmiling Bacchus joys I'll roll, 


Deny no pleaſure to my ſoul ; 


Let Bacchus health round ſwiftly move, 

For Bacchus is a friend to love; 

And he that does this health deny, 
Down among, & c. let him ty. 


SONG LXXV. 


E that will not merry merry be, 

With a generous bowl and a toaſt, 
ay he in Bridewel! be ſhut up, 

And faſt bound to a poſt ; 

Let him be merry merry there, 

Hnd we'll be merry merry here ; 

For who can know were wwe ſhall ge, | 

To be merry another year ? He 
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He that will not merry ory be, 

And take his glaſs in courle, x 
May he b' oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
Ne'er a penny into his purſe : 

Let him be merry, &c. 


fle that will not merry merry be, „ 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 

May he be plagu'd with a tcolding wile, 

To confound him with her notle ; 

Let him be merry, &C. 


He that will not merry merry be, 
Wich his miſtreſs in his bed, 
et him be buried in the church-yaid, 
Aud me put in his ſtead: bh 


Let him bt merry, &&. 
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SONG LXXVI. 


OLLY mortals, fill your glaſſes; 
J Noble deeds are done by wine 3 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces : 

Who'd for love or beauty pine ? 


Look upon this bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 

More than in Chloe when juſt going, 
In the moment to be kind. 


Alexander hated thinking; 
Drank about at council-board ; 

Made friends, and gain'd the world by drinking, 
More than by his conquering ſword. | 
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$ONG ILXXVII. 


IN CE we die by the help of good wine, 
I will that a tun be my ſhrine ; 
And engrave it on my tomb, 
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( 294 ) 
Here lyes a body once fo brave, 
Who with drinking made his grave, 
IWho with, &c. 
Since thus to die will purchaſe fame, 
And leave an everlaſting name, 


Since thus to ate, &c. 


Drink, drink away, drink, drink away, 
Aud let us be nobly interr'd, 
Drink, drink, &C. 
Let miſers and ſlaves 
Pop into their graves, 
And rot m a dirty church-yard, 


And rot in a dirty church-yard, 


Let miſers, &C. 


SONG ILXXVIII. 


ACCHUS is a power divine ; 
For he no ſooner fills my head 
With mighty wine, 
But all my cares reſign, | 
And droop, and droop, and fink down de:d : 
Then, then the pleaſing thoughts begin, 
And I in riches flow, 
At leaſt I fancy ſo; 
And without thought of want I ſing, 
Stretch'd on the earth, my head all arcund 
With flowers, weav'd into a garland, crown'd : 
Then, then J begin to live, . 
And ſcorn what all the world can ſhow or give. 
Let the brave fools that fondly think 
Of honour, and delight ä 
To make a noiſe, a noiſe and fight, 
Go ſeek out war whilſt I ſeek peace, 
Whilſt I ſeek peace, ſeek peace and drink, 
Whilſt I ſeek peace, ſeek peace and drink. 
Then fill my glaſs, fill fill-it high; 
Some perhaps think it fit to fall and die; 


* 
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But when bottles are rang'd 
Make war with me, 
The fighting fool ſhall ſee, 
When I am ſunk, 
'The difference to ly dead, 
And ly dead drunk, 
De ferhting fool, &C. 
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E virgin powers, defend my heart, 
From amorous looks and ſmiles; 
From ſaucy love, or nicer art, 


Which moſt our ſex beguiles. 


From ſighs and vows, and awful fears, 
That do to pity move; 8 
From ſpeaking flence, and from tears, 
{hoſe ſprings that water love. | 


But if thro? paſſion J grow blind, 
Let honour be my guide ; | 
And when frail nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There place a guard of pride. 


An heart, whoſe flames are ſeen, tho' pure 


Needs every virtue's aid ; 
And ſhe who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray'd. 


SONG LXXX. 


HY ſhou'd a fooliſh marriage vow 


| Which long ago was made, 
Oblige us to each other now, 
When paſſion is decay'd ? 
We lov'd, and we lov'd 
As long as we cou'd, 
Till love was lov'd out of us both: 
O 4 
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( 296 ) 
But dur marriage is dead, 


When the pleaſure is fled; 
Twas pleaſure firſt made it an oath, 


If I have pleaſures for a friend, 
And further love in ſtore, 
What wrong has he whole joys did end, 

And who cou'd give no more ? 
Tis a madneſs that he 
Shou'd be jealous of me, 

Or that I ſhou'd bar him of another; 
For all we can gain, 
Is to give ourſelves pain, 

When neither can hinder the other. 
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SNS LXXNL 
dear miſtreſs has a heart, 


. ˙ mA 


Soft as theſe kind looks ſne gave me, 


When with love's refiſtleſs art, 

And her eyes ſhe did enſlave me; 
But her conſtancy's ſo weak, 

She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break, 

Shou'd we liye one day aſunder. 


Melting joys about her move, 

Killing pleaſures, wounding bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her eyes in love, 

And her lips can arm with kiſſes : 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks ; 


She's my delight, all mankind's wonder; 


But my jealous heart wou'd break, 
Should we live one day aſundcr. 


SONG LXXXII. 
'LL fail upon the dog-far, 
I And then parſue the morning: 
1] chaſe the moon till it be noon, 
Il make her leave her horning. 
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ll climb the froſty mountain, 
And there Þ'11 coin the weather; 
T'll tear the rainbow from the sky, 
Aud ty both ends together: 


The ſtars pluck from their orbs too, 
And crowd them in my budget; 

And whether I'm a roaring boy, 

Let Gre/am college judge it: 


While I-mount yon blew celum, - 
To ſhun the tempting gipſies; 
Play at foot-ball with ſun and moon, 
And fright ye with eclipſes. 
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8 ON G LXXXIH. 


Ja MES. 
RITHEE, Suſan, what doſt muſe on, 
By this doleful ſpring? 
You are, I fear in love, my dear; 


Alas poor thing. ! 
SUSAN, 
Truly, Jamie, I muſt blame ye, 
You look ſo pale and wan; | 
Tifear *twill prove you are in love; 
Alas poor mann 
JAMES. 
Nay, my Suzy, now I view ye; 
Well I know your ſmart, 
When you're alone you ſigh and groan ; 
Alas poor heart ! | 


. SUSAN. 
Jamie, hold; I dare be bold 
To ſay, thy heart is ſtole, 
And know the ſhe as well as thee ; 
Alas poor foul ! 
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Janes, 
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„ 
Then, my Sue, tell me who; 
Fll give thee beads of pearl, 


And eaſe thy heart of all this ſmart; 
Alas poor girl! | 


SUSAN. 
Jamie, no, if you ſhou'd know, 
I fear *twou'd make you fad, 
And pine away both night and day ; 
Alas poor lad 
5 JAMES. 
Why then, my Sue, it is for you, 
That I burn in theſe flames; 


And when I die, I know you'll cry, 


Alas poor James! 
SULAN, 
Say you ſo, then, Famie, know, 
If you ſhow'd prove untrue, 
Then muſt I likewiſe cry, 
Alas poor Sue“ 


Quoth he, then join thy hand with mine, 
And we will wed to day : 

I do agree, here tis, quoth ſhe, 
Come let's away. 
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SONG LXXXIV. 


| HE N, lovely Phillis, thou art kind, 
Nougut but raptures fill my mind; 
Tis then I think thee ſo divine, 
'Texcell.the mighty: power of wine: 
But when thou inſult'ſt, and laughs at my pain, 
E waſh thee away with ſparkling champaizn ; 
$o bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 
And drive out one God by the power. of another. 


When 


4299 
When pity in thy looks I ſee, 
I fraily quit my friends for thee ; 
Perſwaſive love ſo charms me then, 
My freedom I'd not wiſh again: 
But when thou art cruel, and heeds not my care,. 
Then ſtraight with a bumper I baniſh deſpair ; 
So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 
And drive out one God by the power of another. 


ES em 


8 
* 


SON G LXXXV. 5 
OU that love mirth, attend to my ſong, 
A moment you never can better employ 5 
Saaumy and Teague were trudging along, 
A bonny Scots lad, and an Iriſb dear, joy; 
They neither before had ſeen a wind-mill, 
Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch name: 
As they were a walking, 
And merrily talking, : 
At laſt by meer chance to a wind-mill they came. 


Haha! crys Sawny, what do ye ca' that? 

To tell the right name o't I am at a lols.. 
Teague very readily anſwer'd the Scot, 

Indeed I believe it'ſh ſhaint Patrick's croſs: 
Says Sax ny, yell find your fell meikle miſlaken, 

For it is ſaint Audreab's croſs I can {wear 3 

For there is his bonnet, 
And tartans hang on it, = 
The plaid and the trews our apoſtle did wear. 


Nay, o' my ſhoul joy, thou telleſht all lees, 
For that I will thwear is ſhaint Pazrick's coat; 
| ſhee't him in Jre/and buying the freeze, | 
And that Fm fhure iſh the ſhame that he bought; 
And he is a ſhaint muſh better than ever 
Made either the covenantſh ſholemn or league: 
For o' my ſhalwaſhion, 
He was my relaſhion, | 
And had a great kindneſh for honeſht poor Teague. 


O 6 Where- 


(30 ) 


W.tierefore, ſays Teague, I will, by my ſhoul, 
Lay down my napſhack, and take out my beads; 
And under this holy croſs* fet I will fall, : 
And ſhay pater ngſbter, and ſhome of our creeds: 
SD Teague began with humble devotion, | 
To kneel down. before St. Patrict's croſs ;. 
The wind fell a blowing, 
And ſet it a-going, 
And it gave our dear-Joy a terrible toſs. 


Sawny tehee d, to ſee how poor Teague 
Lay ſcratching his ears, and roll on the graſs, . 
Swearing, it was ſurely the de'ils whirly-gig, 
And none (he roar'd out) of St: Patrick's croſs : 
But iſh it indeed, crys he in a paſſion, 
The croſs of our ſhaint that has croſht me ſo ſore ;: 
Upo' my ſalwaſhion, | | 
This ſhall be a cawſhion, 
To truſt to St. Patrick's kindneſs no more. 


Szzvny to Teague then merrily cry'd, 

This patron of yours is a very ſad loun, 
To hit you ſic a ſair thump on the hide, | 

For kneeling before him, and ſeeking a boon: 
Let me adviſe ye to. ſerve our St. Andrew, 

He; by my ſaul, was a ſpecial gude man; 

For ſince your St. Patricł 
Jas ſerv'd ye lic a trick, 
d fee him kung up cer I ſerv'd him again. 


1 
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S O. NG LXXXVI. 


AV the ambitious ever find 
EVI Succeſs in crowds and noile, . 
While gentle love does fill my mind 
With ſilent real joys. 


nd — — — 


May knaves and fools grow rich and great, 
And all the world think them wiſe, 
While Ily at my Nanm's feet, 
And all the world deſpiſe, R 
d 


( 3 01 7 
Let conquering kings new triumphs raiſe; 
And melt in court delights : 
Her eyes can give much brighter days, 
Her arms much ſofter nights. 


— à——᷑—äñ ͤdô —VQ—ꝛͥ —— 

SONG LXXXVII. 

EL IA, too late you wou'd repent: 
The offering all your ſtore, 


Is now but like a pardon ſent, 
To one that's dead hefore. 


While at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 

And grant the bliſs too late, b 
You, hindred me of one I.lov'd, . 

To give me one I hate. 


I'thought you innocent as fair, 

When firſt my court I made: 

But when your falſhoods plain appear, 
My love no longer ſtay'd. | 


Your bounty of theſe favours ſhown, , 
Whoſe worth your firſt deface, 

Is melting valu'd medals down, 
And giving us the braſs. 


O ! ſince the thing we beg's a toy, 
That's priz'd by love alone, 

Why cannot women grant the joy, 
Before the love 1s gane. 


SONG EXXXVHI. 


YE S, all the world will ſure agree, 
He who's ſecur'd of having thee, . 
Will be entirely bleſt; | 
Bat *twere in me too great a wrong, 
1o make one who has been ſo long 
My queen, my /lave at laſt. 
Not 


. | (908 Þ 
Nor ought theſe things to be confin'd;. 
That were for publick good deſign'd : 
Cou'd we, in fooliſh pride, 
Make the ſun always with us ſtay, , 
' I'wou'd burn our corn and graſs away, 
To ſtarve the world beſide. 


Let not the thoughts of parting, fright 

Two ſouls which paſſion does unite; 
For while our love does laſt, 

Neither will ſtrive to: go away, 

And why the devil ſhould we ſtay, 
Waen once that love is paſt. 


* 


2 


SONG LXXXIX. 


"Y Goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair, 

As lilly ſweet, as ſoft as air, 
Let looſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charms;. 
And to my love give freſh alarms.. 


O ! let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 
Tho? ſacred lightning from them flyes ; 
Shew me that ſoft that modeſt grace, 
Which paints with charming red thy face. 


? 


Give me ambroſia in a kiſs, 

That I may rival Zowve in bliſs, 
That I may mix my ſoul with thine,. 
And make the pleaſure all divine. 


O hide ! thy boſom's killing white, 
(The milky way is not ſo bright) 
Leſt you my raviſh'd ſoul oppreſs, 
With beauty's pomp, and ſweet exceſs; 


Why draw'ſt thou from the purple flood” 
Of my kind heart the vital blood ? 
Thou art all over endleſs charms ; 


O! take me dying to thy arms. | 
OS SONG 


( 393 > 
8 O N GX 


H Y we love, and why we hate;. 
Is not granted us to know ; 
Random chance, or wilful fate, 


Guides the ſhaft. from Cupid's bow. 95 


If on me Zelinda frown, 
'T'is madneſs all in me to grieve ; 
Since her will is not her own, 
Why ſhouldI uneaſy live? 


If I for Zelinda die, 
Deaf to poor Mizella's cries, 
Ask not me the reaſon why, 
Seek the riddle in the skies. 


SGN 


H* R K how the trumpet ſounds to battle, 
Hark how the thundring cannons rattle; 

Cruel ambition now calls me away, 
While J have ten thouſand ſoft things to ſay, 

While honour alarms me, 

Young Cupid diſarms me, 

And Celia ſo charms me, 

I cannot away. 


* 


Hark again, honour calls me to arms, 
Hark how the trumpet ſweetly charms; 
Celia no more then mult be obey'd, 
Cannons are roaring, and enſigns diſplay'd:: 

The thoughts of promotion, 

Inſpire ſuch a notion 

Of Celia's devotion, 

Pm no more afraid. 


Guard her for-me, celeſtial powers; 

Ye Gods, bleſs the nymph with happy ſoft 1 : 

O may ſhe ever to love me incline, 

ouch lovely perfecti ns I cannot reſign ; | 
Firm 


( 304 Y 
Firm conſtancy grant her, 
My true love ſhall haunt her, 
My ſoul cannot want her, 
She's all ſo divine. 


- = —_ 8 * ll — a * 


SONG XC. 
HA LL TI, waſting in deſpair, 


Die becauſe a woman's fair ? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
*Cauſe another's roſie are? © 
Be ſhe fairer than the day, 

Or the flow'ry meads in May; 

Yet if ſhe think not well of me, . 
What care I how fair the be. 


Shall a woman's-goodnels move 
Me to perith for her love; 
Or, her worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget my oon? 
Be ſhe with that goodnefs bleſt, 
As may merit name the beſt ;- 
Yet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 
What care I. how good ſhe be. 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
I-will never more deſpair ; 
If ſhe love me, this believe, 
Fwill die e'er ſhe ſhall grieve; 
If ſhe ſlight me when I woo, . 
Iwill ſcorn, and let her go: 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be. 


SONG XCHI. 
S the ſnow in vallies ly ing, 


Phabus his warm beams applying, 


Soon diflolves and. runs away ; 
So the beauties, ſo the graces, 
Of the moſt bewitching faces, 

At approaching age decay. 


4 


5 


(305) 
As a tyrant, when degraded, 
Is deſpis'd, and is upbraided, 

By the ſlaves he once controuP'd ; 
do the nymph if none cou'd move her, 

Is contemn'd by every lover, ; 

When her charms are growing old. 


Melancholick looks and whining, 
Grieving, quarrelling and pining, 
Are th' effects your rigours move: 
Soft careſſes, am'rous glances, 
Melting ſighs, tranſporting trances, 
Are the bleſt effects of love. 


Fair ones ! while your beauty's blooming, 
Imploy time, leſt age reſuming 
What your youth profuſely lends z. 
You are rob'd of all your glories, 
And condemn'd to tell old ſtories 
To your unbelieving friends, 


— — — 


AIR Amoret is gone aſtray, 
Purſue, and ſeek her, ev'ry lover; 
V1! tell the ſigns by which you may 
The wandring ſhepherdeſs diſcover. 


Coquet and eoy at once her air, 
Both ſtudy'd, tho' both ſeem neglected; 

Careleſs ſhe is with artful care, De 
Affecting to ſeem unaffected. 


With skill her eyes dart ev'ry glance, 
Yet change fo ſoon you'd ne'er ſuſpect em: 
For ſhe'd perſwade they wound by chance, 
I ho' certain aim and art direct them. 


She likes her ſelf, yet others hates 
For that which in herſelf ſne prizes; 
And while ſhe laughs at them, forgets 
She is the thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 
| S ON. G. 
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SONG Neu. 


4MON, if you will believe me, 
"Tis not ſighing round the plain, 

Song nor ſonnet can relieve ye; 

Faint attempts in love are vain. 


Urge but home the fair occaſion, 
And be maſter of the field; 

To a powerful kind invaſion, 
Twere a madneſs not to yield. 


Tho' the vows ſhe'll ne'er permit ye, 
Cries you're rude, and much to blame, 
And with tears implores your pity 3 
Be not merciful for ſhame. 


When the fierce aſſault is over, 


Chloris time enough will find, 
This her cruel furious lover, 
Much more gentle, not ſo Kind. 


. 


— W 6 — TIA | 
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SONG XCvI. 
F ſhe be not kind as fair, 
But peeviſh and unhandy, 
Leave her, ſhe's only worth the care 
Of ſome ſpruce jack-a-dandy. 


] would not have thee ſuch an aſs, 

_ Hadft thou ne'er ſo much leiſure, 
To ſigh and whine for ſuch a laſs, 
Whoſe pride's above her pleaſure. 


—— — 


—_— 
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SON G XCVII 

| H E. 
WAK E, thou faireſt thing in nature, 

\ How can you ſleep when day does break ? 


How can you ſleep, my charming creature, 
When half a world. for you are awake. 


SAE, 


(397) 

Saul - 
What ſwain is this that ſings fo early. 
Under my window, by the dawn ? 


. 
Tis one, dear nymph, that loves you dearly, 
Therefore in pity eaſe my pain. 
| SHE. 
Soſtly, elſe you'll 'wake my mother, 
No tales of love ſhe lets me hear; 
Go tell your paſſion to ſome other, 
Or whiſper't ſoftly in my ear. 


| H x. 
How can you bid me love another, 
Or rob me of your beauteous charms ? 
'Tis time you were wean'd from your mother, 
You're fitter for a lover's arms. 


K — PI _— ll = 
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SONG XCVIII. 

N ſpite of love at length I've found 5 
1 A miſtreſs that can pleaſe me, | 
Her humour free and unconfin'd, 

Both night and diy ſhe'll eaſe me 
No jealous thoughts diſturb my mind, 
Tho! ſhe's enjoy'd by all mankind, 
Then drink and never ſpare it; 
Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you, thro? all her naked charms, 
Her little mouth diſcover, 

Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 
And ule her like a lover; ä 

Such liquor ſhe'll diſtill from thence, 

As will tranſport your raviſht ſenſe; 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

Tis a bottle of good claret. 


But beſt of all! ſhe has no tongue, 
Submiſſive the obeys me, 

She's fully better old than young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me; 


Her 
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Her skin is ſmooth, complexion black, 
And has a moſt delicious ſmack ; 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
*Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you her excellence would taſte, 
Be ſure you uſe her kind, Sir, 
Clap your hand about her waiſt, 
And raiſe her up behind, Sir; 
As for her bottom never doubt, 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 


*Tis a &ottle of good claret. 


* 


O. N G XCIX. a 
Surpriſing lovely fair ! 


Who with Chloe can compare? 
Sure ſhe's form'd for beauty's Queen, 
Her wit, her ſhape, her grace, her mein,. 
By far excells all nymphs [I've ſeen; 
No mortal eye 
Can view her nigh, 
Too exquiſite for human fight to ſee ! 
'Tho? ſhe ne'er may be kind, 
Nor for me e er deſign'd, 
Yet I love, I love, I love | 
The charming ſhe. 


SONG . 


HEN bright Aurelia tript the plain, 
How chearful then were ſeen, 
The looks of every jolly ſwain, 
That ſtrove Aurelia's heart to gain, 
With gambols on the green? 


Their ſports were innocent and gay, 
Mixt with a manly air; : 

Thgy'd ſing and dance, and pipe and play, 

Each ſtrove to pleaſe, ſome different way, 
This dear inchanting fair. 


The 


(39). 
The ambitious ſtrife ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve, _ 
„Till Phaor?'s tuneful voice and lyre, 
With ſofteſt muſick did inſpire 
Her ſoul to generous love. 


Their wonted ſports the reſt declin'd, 
Their arts prov'd all in vain 

Aurelia's conſtant now they find, 

The more they languiſſi and repin'd, 
The more ſhe loves the warn. 


8 * ** 8 r * — 


Ne el. 


WAY, you rover, 
For ſhame give over, 

You play the lover 

So like an aſs; 
You are for ſtorming, 
You think you're charming, 
Your faint performing, ; 

We read in your face, 8 


: tt 8 8 — S 
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SONG CI. 


: E, who for ever, 
Wou'd hope for favour, 
He muſt endeavour 
To charm the fair : | 
He dances, he dances, 
He da--a--a--a--a--ances, 
He ſighs, and glances, 
He makes advances, 
Ile ſlings, and dances, 
And mends his air, 


. 
SONG CI. 
| O, go, go, go falſeſt of thy ſex be gone, 


Leave, leave, ah leave, leave me to my fel falore 
Why would you ſtrive by fond pretence, 
Thus to deſtroy my innocence ? 
Go, go, &C. ——/cave, leave, &. 


Young Celia, you too late betray'd, 
Then thus you did the nymph upbiaid, 
** Love like a dream uſher'd by night, 
© Flyes the approach of morning light. 
Go, go, &c. leave, leave, &C. 


She that believes man when he ſwears, 
Or leait regards his oaths and prayers, 
May ſhe, fond ſhe, be moſt accurſt ; 
Nay more, be ſubject to his luſt. 

Go, go, &c. ——/eave, leave, &c. 


ä * 2 * 
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S O N IF. 


ELINDA, with affected mein, 
Trys all the power of art; 
et finds her efforts all in vain, 
To gain a ſingle heart: 6 
Whilſt Chloe in a different way, 
Is but her ſelf, to pleaſe, 
And makes new conqueſts every day, 
Without one borrowed grace. 


Belinda's haughty air deſtroys 
What native charms inſpire 3 
While Cyloe's artleſs ſhining eyes, 

Set all the world on fire: 
Belinda may our pity move; 

But Chloe gives us pain, 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into love, 

Her ſiſter frowns in vain. 


SONG 


(317) 
SONG CV, 


N a bank of flowers, 
In a ſummer day, 

Inviting and undreſt, 

In her bloom of youth, 

Fair Celia lay, 5 
With love and ſleep oppreſt ; 

When a youthful ſwain, 

With admiring eyes, 

Wiſh'd that ſhe durſt 

The ſweet maid ſurpriſe ; 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
Bat fear'd approaching ſpies. 


As he gaz'd, : 

A gentle Z pber aroſe 

That fann'd her robes a 
And the ſleeping nymph 
Did the charms diſcloſe, 

Which waking ſhe would hide : 
Then his breath grew ſhort, 
And his pulſe beat high, 
He long' d to touch 
What he chanc'U to ſpy ; 

With a fa, la, la, &c. 

But durſt not till draw nigh. 


All amaz'd he ſtood, 

With her beauties fir'd, 
And bleſt the courteous wind; 

Then in whiſpers ſigh'd, 

And the Gods defir'd, 
That Celia might be kind: 

When with hopes grown bold, 

He advanc'd amain ; 

But ſhe laugh'd loud 

In a dream, and again, 
With a fa, la, I, &c. 
* the timerous ſwain. 


* 


Yet 


(312) 
Vet the amorous youth, : 
To relieve his ſoft pain, 
T he lumbering maid careſs'd 3 
And with trembling hand 
(O ſimple poor ſwain !) 
Her glowing boſom preſs'd : 
When the virgin awak'd, — 
And affrighted flew, 
Yet look'd as wiſhing 
He wou'd purſue : 
Mitb a fa, la, la, &c. 
But Damon miſs'd his cue. 
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Now, now repenting, 
That he had let her fly, 
Himſelf he thus accus d, 

What a dull and a ſtupid 

Blockhead was TI, 

That ſuch a chance abus'd; 
To my ſhame 'twill now 

On the plains be ſaid, 

Damon a vargin 

Aſleep betray'd, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
And let her go a maid. 
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SONG Cl. 


HIL E ſilently I lov'd, nor dard, 
To tell my crime aloud, 
The influence of your ſmiles I ſhar'd, | 
In common with the crowd. | | | 


But when I once my flame expreR, 
In hopes to eaſe my pain, 

You ſingl'd me out from all the reſt, 
The mark of your diſdain. 


If thus, Corinna, you ſhall frown 
On all that do adore, 

Then all mankind muſt be undone, 
Or you muſt ſmile no more. 


# 


CR) 
SONG CVI. 
| H ! happy, happy grove, 
| Witneſs of our tender love: 
Oh! happy, happy ſhade, '/ 
Where firſt our vows were made: 
Bluſhing, ſighing, melting, dying, 
Looks would charm a Fove ; + 
A thouſand pretty things ſhe ſaid, 
And all ——and all was love: 
But Corinna perjur'd proves, 
And forſakes the ſhady groves z | 
When I ſpeak of mutual joys, _ - 
She knows not what I mean 3 
Wanton glances, fond careſſes, | . 
Now no more are ſeen, 
Since the falſe deluding fair 
Has left the flow'ry green : 

Mourn, ye nymphs, that ſporting play'd, 
Where poor Strephon was betray'd ; 
There the ſecret wound ſhe gave, 

When I was made her ſlave. 


. 
——— — — — — — 


SONG CVIIL win? 
| 1 E ſages of old, | 
| In prophecy told,” : 


The cauſe of a nation's undoing ; 
But our new Eng/4 breed 
No prophecies need, 

For each one here ſeeks his own ruin, 


With grumbling and jars, 
We promote civil wars, t 
And preach up falſe tenets to many; k 
We ſnarl and we bite, | 
We rail and we fight 
Tor religion, yet no man has any. 


Then him let's commend, 
| That's true to his friend, | 
And the church and the ſenate would ſettle; 
5 


Via 


Who delights not in blood, 
But draws when he ſhou'd, 
And bravely ſtands brunt to the battle. 


Who rails not at kings, 
Nor politick things | 
Nor treaſon will f. ＋ when he's mellow'; ; 
But takes a fall glaſs, * 
To his country's ſucceſs, 
This, this is an honeſt brave fellow). 
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ANN 


W E all to conquering beauty bow, 
Its pleaſing power admire; 


But I ne'er knew a face till now, 
That cou'd like yours inſpire : 
Now I may ſay I met with one, 
Amazes all mankind ; 
- And, like men gazing on the ſun, 
With too much light a am blind. 


Soft, as the 8 moving ſighs, 
When longing lovers meet; 

Like the divining prophets, wiſe; 

Like new- blown roſes, ſweet; 

Modeſt, yet gay; reſerv'd, yet free; 
Each happy night a bride; 

A mein like awful majeſty, 
And yet no {] park of pike, 


The patriarch, to win a wife, e | 
Chaſt, beautiful and young. N L 
Serv'd fourteen years a painful life. : 
And never thought it long: 
Ah! were you to reward fach — . | | f 
And life ſo long would ftay,-', Y 4 
Not fourteen, but four hundred yours, FI SEES: 3: ] 
m_ ſeem but as one __ Pig 
SONG. 


(375) 
SONG X. 
RIT HE E, Billy, be'nt ſo filly,” 
Thus to waſte thy days in grief: 


You ſay, Betty will not let ye; 
But can ſorrow bring relief? 


Leave repining, ceaſe your whining $ 
Pox on torment, tears and woe: 
If ſhe's tender, ſhe I ſurrender ; 
If ſhe's tough, — een let her go. 


1 — 


SONG CXL 


IN DLY, kindly, thus, my — 
Ever love me, ever charm ; 

Let the paſſion know no meaſure, - 
Yet no jealous fear alarm. 


Why ſhou'd we, our bliſs beguiling, 
By dull doubting fall at odds ? 

Meet my ſoft embraces ſmiling, 
We'll be as haPPY as the Gods, 


—_— 


SONG CXIL 1 


Sour refor mation 
Crawls out-thro' the nation, 
While dunder-head ſages, 
Who hope for good wages, 
Direct us the way. 1 
Ve ſorks of the muſes, F 
Then cloak your abuſes ; 2 
And leaſt you ſhou'd trample 
On pious example, 
Obſerve and obey. 
Time: frenzy curers, 
And ſtubborn nonjurors, 
For want of diverſion, 
Now ſcourge the leud times: 


- They've 


* 


246) 
"They've hinted, they've printed, 
Our vein it profane is 

And worſt of all crimes ; 
The clod-pated railers, 
Smiths, coblers and colliers, 
Have damn'd all our rhimes, 


Under the notion 
Of zeal for devotion, - 
The humour has fir'd 'em, 
And malice inſpir'd 'em, 
To tutor the age: 
But if in ſeaſon, 0 
You'd know the true reaſon; 
'The hopes of preferment, 
Is what makes the vermin 
Now rail at the ſtage. 
Cuckolds and canters, , 
With ſcruples and banters, | 
Old Oliver's peal, 
Againſt poetry ring; 
But let — — ly « 
And treaſon abſolvers, 
Excuſe, if I ſing, 
The rebel that chuſes 
To cry down the muſes, + 
Wou' d cry down the King, 


* 


The End of the Third Volume. 
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A NA with an angels ain, | 
Hꝛocet her notes, her face as fairy 
Faſſals and Kings 
Feel, when ſhe ſings, - 


Charms of warbling beauty near. 


— — . —— 
„ 
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Er RICK Banks. T 
1 


N Etriel banks, in a ſummer's night. 


I met my laſſy, braw and tight, 
Came wading, barefoot, a' her lane: 
My heart grew light, I ran, I flang 
My arms about her lilly neck, 
And kiſs'd and clap'd her there fou lang; 
My words they were na mony feck.- 
IF l 
I ſaid, My laſſy, will ye 755 
To the highland hills, The Earſe to learn; 
111 baith gi'e thee a cd and ew, 
When ye come to the brigg of Ears. 
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At glowming when the ſheep drave hame, 
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( 313 ) 


At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law, 

Chear up your heart, my bony laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 


5 2 
All day when we have wrought enough, 
When winter, froſts and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the loch, | 
At night when you fit down to ſpin, 
Fl ſcrew my pipes and play a ſpring : 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again. 


| IV. <7 
Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
Pll meet my laſs amang the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer ſhield. | 
Then far frae à' their ſcornfu' din. 
That make the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh and kiſs, and dance and ing, 
And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort. 


. 


— — — — — —} 
The Birks of INVERMAY. 
4. 
> [r ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, , 
| Invite the tuneful birds to ſing ; 1 
And while they warble from the ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay. 
Let us, Amanda, timely wile, 
Like them, improve the hour that flies; 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 
Among the birks of /zvermay. 
II. 

For ſoon the winter of the year, A 
And age, life's winter, will appear, 
At this thy living bloom will fade, 

As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade : 
14 | 


1 

Our taſte of pleaſure then is oe r. 
The feather'd ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the bir ks of — 

The lavrocks now and lintwhite fing, 
Ihe rocks around with echoes ring; 
The mavis and the black-bird vye, 
In tuneful ſtrains, to glad the day; 
The woods now wear their ſummer ſuits; 
To mirth all natarenow invites: 
Let us be blythſome then and gay 
Among the birks of R 

| Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and frisking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dames ; 
The buſy bees with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : 
Let us, like them, then ſingand play 
About the birks of e 
-- Hark, how the waters as they fall, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs call; 
The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 


And fiſhes play throughout the ftreams 
The circling ſun does now advance, 

And all the planets round him dance : 

Let us as jovial be as they 

Among the birks of /zvermay. 


An old BAL L Ab. 


EAN DE N on the bay 


Of Helleſpont all naked ſtood, 
Impatient of delay, r 


He leap'd into the fatal flood: 5 


8 
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HERO and LR AN DER. 
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(329) 
The raging ſeas, 
Whom none can pleaſe, 
*Gainſt him their malice ſhow ;. 
The heavens lowr'd, 
'The rain down pour'd, 


And loud the wands did blow. 
II. 
Then caſting round his eyes, 
Thus of his fate he did complain, 
Ye cruel rocks and skies 
Ye ſormy winds, and angry main ! 
What tis to miſs 
The lover's bliſs, 
Alas! ye do not know; 
Make me your wreck 
As I come back, 
But ſpare meas I go. 


. 


Lo! vonder ſtands the tower 
Where my beleved Hero lyes, 
And this the appointed hour | 
Which ſets to watch her longing 1 
To his fond ſuit 
The gods were mute; 
The billows anſwer, No: 
Up to the skies 
The ſurges riſe, 
But ſank the youth as low. 


IM 
Mean while the wiſhing maid, 
Divided twixt her care and love, 
| Now does his ſtay upbraid ; 
Now dreads he ſhou'd the paſſage prove : | 
O fate ! ſaid ſhe, 
Nor heaven, nor thee, 
Our vows ſhall e'er divide. 
I'd leap this wall, 
Cou'd I but fall | 
By my Leander's lide, Y 


* 
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: V. 
At length the riſing ſun 


Did to her ſight reveal, too late, 


That Hero was undone ; 


Not by Leandey's fault, but fate. 


Said ſhe, I'll ſhew, 
Tho' we are two, 
Our loves were ever one: 
This proof I'll give, 
I will not live, 
Nor ſhall he die alone. 
VT. 
Down from the wall ſhe leapt 
Into the raging ſeas to him, 
Courting each wave ſhe met, 


To teach her weary'd arms to ſwim. 


The ſea-gods wept, - 
Nor longer kept 
Her from her lover's ſide, 
When join'd at lait, . 
She graſp'd him faſt, . 
Then figh'd, embrac'd, and died. 


* wh 


* 


Rare WILL drown'd in 


1 


And HI; heght to marry me, 
Gin e'er he married ony. 
II. 
Veſtreen I made my hed fu' braid, - 


This night I'll make it narrow; 


For a' the live-lang winter night 
I ly twin'd of my marrow. 
IF. 


O came yon by yon water: ſide, 
Pou'd you the roſe or lilly? 


Or came you by yon meadow green ? 


Or tay ye my ſweet Willy ? 
.# | P 5 


ILLY's rare, and Viigs fair, 
And IFilly's wondrous bony ; 7 


VAR 


( 322) 
She ſought him eaſt, ſhe ſought him well, 
She ſought him braid and narrow 3 


Syne in the cleaving of a craig 
She found him drown'd in 7arrow. 
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The King and the Miller, 


I. 


OW happy a ſtate does the miller poſteſs ! 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs; 

On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 

Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court. 
What tho' he all duſty and whit'ned does go, 

The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a beau: 
A Chwn in his dre/s may be honeſter far, 

Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his Garter and Star. 


II. 


Tho' his hands are ſo daub'd, they're not fit to be ſeen, 
The hands of his Bezters are not very clean; 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 
Gold in handling will tick to the fingers like meal. 
What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs without ſcruple from other mens ſacks ; 
In this of right noble example he brags, 
Who borrow as freely from other mens bags. 


III. 


Or ſhou'd he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 
In this too he mimicks the Jools of the Rate, 
Whoſe aim is alone their coffers to fill, 

And all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill; 
He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented does ly, 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing: 

If fo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 


Tam 


4323) 
Tamo tanto. 
O much I love thee, O my treaſure! 
That my flame no bounds does Know): 
Oh ! look upon your ſwain with pleaſure, 
For his pain ſome pity ſhow. 
TE | 
Oh ! my charmer ! tho' I leave you, 
Yet my heart with you remains ; 
Let not then my abſence grieve you, 
Since with pride I wear your chains. 


* — 


_— 
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The beautiful Singer. 


x: 
INGING charms the bleſt above, 
Angels ſing, and ſaints approve; 
All we below | | 
Of heaven can ſhow, 
Is that they both fing __ _ 
Anna with an angel's air, 
Sweet her notes, her face as fair: 
Vaſlals and kings 
Feel, when ſhe fings, 
Charms of warbling beauty near. 


III. 
Savage nature conquer'd lyes, 
All is wonder and ſurprize; 
Souls expiring, 
Hen e 
By her charming notes and eyes. 


wt 


Let the violin and harp 

Hang and moulder till they warp 3 | 
Let flute and lyre þ 

: c | 

Shatter'd by a vocil arp. " | 


I 
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te) 
Sweet WILLIAM'S Ghoſt... 


T. 
HERE came a ghoſt to Mearg'rer's door; 
With many a grievous groan, | 
And ay he tirled at the pin, 
But anſwer made ſhe none. 


II. 
Is that my father Philip? 
Or is't my brother J? 1 
Or is't my true love VII 
From Scotland new come home? 


33 III. 
Tris not thy father Philip. 

Nor yet thy brother oh; 
But 'tis thy true love Viliy 

From Scotlaad new come home. 


IV. 
O ſweet Margret! O dear Margret 
I pray thee ſpeak to me, 
Give me my faith and troth, Marg ret, 
As I gave it to thee. 
1 Vo 


Fhy faith and troth thou's never get, 
Nor yet will I thee lend, | 
Till that thou come within my bower, 
And Kilb my cheek and chin. 
Vi. 
I ſhou'd come within thy bower, 
Iam no earthly mann | 
And ſhou'd I kiſs thy roſy lips, 
Thy days will not be lang. 
. 
O ſweet Margret] &c, as 4th Stanga. 
VIII. 
Thy faith and troth thou's never get, 
Nor yet will I thee lend, 
Till you take me to yon kirk- yard, 
gad wed me with a ring. 


(325) 
AX. 
My bones are Varied 3 in yon kirk- yard, ; 
Afar beyond = ſea | 
And it is but my ſpirit, Marg'ret, 
That's now ſpeaking to thee. 
. 
Che ſtfetch'd out her lilly-white hand, 
And for to do her beſt, 


Hae there's your faith and troth, Ms. 


God ſend your ſoul good reſt, 


| XI. 
Now ſhe has kilted her robes of green 
A piece below her knee, 
And a' the live-lang winter night 
The dead corp followed ſhe. 
. 
Is there any room at your head, Will 2- 
Or any room at your feet? 
Or any room at your fide, W}7/l, 
Wenn that I may creep? 
. 


There's no room at my head, Margret; 


There's no room at my feet; ; 
There's no room at my fide, — ret, , 
My coflin's made ſo meet. 
XIV. 
Then up and crew the red ted cock, 
And up then crew the gray, 
"Tis time, tis time, my dear Margret, 
That you were going away. 
XV. 
No more the ghoſt to Marg'ret ſaid, 
But, with a grievous groan, 
Evaniſh'd i in a cloud of miſt, 
And left her all alone. 
X VI. 
O flay, my only true love, ſtay, . 
The conſtant Marg'ret cry'd ; ; 
Wan grew her cheeks, ſhe clos'd cen, 
Stretch'd her ſoft limbs and dy'd. 


Great 


(326) 


Great Lamentation fer the Loſs of Sweet 
SENISINO. 


. | 
S muſing I rang'd in a meadow alone, 
A A beautiful creature was making her moan ; 
h ! the tears they did trickle full faſt from her eyes: 
She pierc'd both the air and my heart with her cries, 
Oh ! the tears, &c. 1 | 


I gently requeſted the cauſe of her moan, 
She told me her ſweet Seniſino was flown ; 
And in that ſad poſture ſhe'd ever remain, 
Unleſs the dear charmer wou'd come back again. 
„„ | = | | 


Why, who is this mortal ſo cruel, ſaid I, 
That draws ſuch a ſtream from ſq lovely an eye! 
To beauty ſo blooming what man can be blind! 
To paſſion ſo tender what monſter unkind ! 

To beauty, &C, 5 


"Tis neither for man, nor for woman, ſaid ſhe, 
That thus in Iamenting, I water the lee, 
My warbler celeſtial, ſweet darling of fame, 
Is a ſhadow of ſomething, a ſex without name, 
My warbler celeſtial, &c. i 1 


Perhaps, tis ſome linnet, ſome black-bird, ſaid I, 
Perhaps tis your lark that has ſoar'd to the sky; 
Come dry up your tears, and abandon your grief, 
Pll bring you another to give you relief. 

Come dry, &C. 
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No linnet, no black-bird, no sky-lark, ſaid the, 
But one much more tuneful by far than all three ; 
My ſweet Seniſino, for whom I now cry, By 
Is ſweeter than all the wing d ſongſters that fly. 


My fweet, &c. 


(325) 
VII. 


Adieu * wk. Ferri likewiſe, 
Whom ſtars and whom garters extol to the skies; 
Adieu to the opera, adieu to the ball, 
My darling is gone, and a ſig for them all. 
Adieu, &c. 


«at. — * 


The Virgin's Prayer. 


7 


UPTD, eaſe a love-fick maid, 
Bring thy quiver to her aid 3 
With equal ardour wound the ſwain : 
Beauty ſhould never ſigh in vain. 


IL 


Let him feel the pleaſing ſmart, 
Drive thy arrows through his beart; 
When one you wound, you then deſtroy 5 
When both you kill, you kill with joy. 


— 
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Ungrateful Nanny, 


1. 
D ID ever ſwain a nymph adore, 
As I ungrateful Nanny do:? 
Was ever tepid heart ſo ſore, 
Or ever broken heart ſo true? , 
My cheeks are ſwell'd with tears, but ſhe 
Has never wet a cheek for me. 


II. 


If Nanny call'd, did e er J ſtay, 
Or linger when the bid me run ? 
She only had the word to ſay, 
And all ſhe wiſh'd was quickly done. 
I always think of her, but ſhe 
Does ne' er beſtow a thought on me. 


To 
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| III. 
To let her cows my clover taſte, 
Have I not roſe by break of day? 
Did ever Nanny's heifers faſt, 
If Robin in his barn had hay. 
Tho to my fields they welcome were, 
I ne'er was welcome yet to her. 


7 7 
If ever Nanny loft a ſheep, 
I cheerfully did give her two; 
And J her lambs did ſafely keep 
Within my folds in froſt and ſnow : 


Have they not there from cold been free? 


But Nanny ſtill is cold to me. 


| 3 
When Nauny to the well did come, 
Twas I that did her pitcher fill ; 


Full as they were, I brought them home: 


Her corn I carried to the mill; 
My back did bear the ſack, but ſhe - 
Will never bear a ſight of me. 


VI. 

To Nanny's poultry oats J gave, 

Tm ſure they always had the beſt; 
Within this week her pidgeons have 
Eat up a peck of peaſe at leaſt, 

Her little pidgeons kiſs, but ſhe 

Will never take a kiſs from me. 


VII. 
Muſt Robin always Nanny woo, . 
And Nanny ſtill on R:bin frown ; - 
Alas, pocr wretch ! what ſhall I do, 
If Nanny does not love me.ſoon ! . 
If no relief to me ſhe'll bring, 
Tl hang me in her apron-ſtring. 


* * 
WV. 


, 
q 
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The Scullion's Complaint. 
TY Y the ſide of a great kitchen fire, 
A ſcullion ſo hungry was laid, 
A pudding was all his deſire ; | 
A kettle ſupported his head. 
The hogs that were fed by the houſe, 
To his ſigh with a grunt did reply; 
And the guttur that car'd not a louſe, 
Ran mournfully muddily by. 
go” kt 
But when it was ſet in a diſh, 8 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd,. 
My mouth it does water,. and wiſh, 
I think it had better been fry'd; 
The butter around it was ſpread, 
Twas as great as a prince in his chair: 


Oh ! might I but eat it, he ſaid, 
The proof of the pudding lies there. 


"I; 


How fooliſh was I to believe 
It was made for ſo homely a clown, 
Or that it would have a reprieve 
From the dainty fine folks of the town. 
Could I think that a pudding ſo fine 
Would ever uneaten remove : 
Ve labour that others may dine, 
And hve in a kitchen on love. 


TY: - 


What tho! at the fire I have wrought 
Where puddings we boil and wefry, . 
Tho” part of it hither be brought, 

And none of it ever ſet by. . 
Ah, Colin! thou muſt not be firſt; 

Thy knife and thy trencher refign 3 
There's Marg'ret will eat till ſhe burſt, 

And her turn is ſooner than mine. 


Andi 
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And you my companionsTo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me ſo pale, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, _ 
Forbear at a pudding to rail, 15 
Tho” I ſhou'd through all the rooms rove, 
'T'is in vain from my fortune to go; 
"Tis its fate to be often above, | 
*I'ts mine ſtill to want it below. 
. 
If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In your breaſts any pity be found, 
Ye ſervants that earlieſt dine, | 
Come ſee how I ly on the ground? 
Then hang up a pan and a pot, 
And ſorrow to ſee how Þ dwell ; 
And ſay, when you grieve at my lot, 
Poor Colia lov'd pudding too well. 
| Fi KI... 
Then back to your meat you may go, 
Which you ſet in your diſhes fo prim, 
Where ſauce in the middle does flow, 
And flowers are ſtrew'd round the brim 2 
Whilſt Colin, forgotten and gone, | 
By the hedges ſhall diſmally rove, 


Unleſs when he fees the round moon, 
le thinks on a pudding above. 


pw _ 


The Hunter's Song. 


Hen betimes on the morn tothe fields we repair, 

Me range where the chaſe may be ſeated ; 

At the ſound of the horn, all diſturbance and care 
Flies away from the din as defeated. 


—-— * 


Then 


— 
— 


— __ 
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Dee the excellent Original vol. PII. p. 276 of which this 
in the Burle ſque. . | 
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IL; 5 | 

Then Jouler did roar, hearing. Zolier before, 
Brave muſick makes Sweet-lips and Mally, 
At the ſound of the noiſe the hunters rejoice, 
And the ſquat makes the ratches to rally.. 

| LH: - 
Then caſting about, we find her anew, 


And we raiſe then a haloo to chear them; — 


The echoes around from the mountains reſound, 
Rejoicing all hearts that do hear them. 


, | 
And when ſhe turns weak, and her life's at the ſtake, 
We take care to make ker a ſeizure ; i 


And ſoon as we kill, we recover at our will, 
And home we return at our leiſure. 
And when we come home, our kind loving dames 
With the beſt of good chear can provide us ; | 
Good liquors abound, and healths go round, 
Till nothing that's bad can betide us. 


> 


- 


Then we riſe in a ring, we dance and we ſing, 
Having enough of our own none to borrow : _ 
Can the court of a king yield a pleaſanter thing ? 
We're the ſame juſt to day as to morrow. RE” 
— — 


The zolly Bender. 
| 3 — 
B 4CCHUS muſt now his power reſign, 
I am the only god of wine; 
It is not fit the wretch ſhou'd be 
In competition ſet with me, 
Who can drink ten times more than he. 
II. 
Make a new world, ye powers divine, 
Stock it with nothing elſe but wine: 
Let wine the only product be, | 
Let wine be earth, be air and fea, - » 
And let that wine be all for me, Let 
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T2837 -- 


Let wretched mortals vainly wear. 
A tedious life in anxious care, | 
Let the ambitious toil and think, 
Let ſtates and empires ſwim or ſink, 
My ſoul's ambition is to drink. 


[DI -—— 


— — 


* 


The Haymater's Song. 


OME, Neighbonrs, now we've made our hay; 


The ſun in hafte- 
Drives to the weſt, 
With ſports, with ſports conclude the day, 
tev'ry man chuſe out his laſs, 
And then falute her on the graſs; 
And when you find 
She's coming kind, 
Let not that moment paſss 
Then we'll toſs off our bowls, . 
To true love and honour, 
To all kind loving girls, 
And the lord of the mannor, 


« IT: 
At night when round the hall we ſit, 
With good brown bowls 
To chear our fouls, 
And raiſe, and raiſe a merry chat: 


When blood grows warm, and love runs high, 


And jokes around the table fly, 
Then we retreat, 
And that repeat 
Which all would gladly try; 
Then we'll toſs off our bowls, 
To true love and honour, 
To all kind loving girls, 
And the lord. of the mannor, 


Let 


Let lazy great ones of the town: , 

Drink night away, 

And ſleep all day, 

Till gouty, gouty they are grown; 
Our daily works ſuch vigour give, 
That nightly ſports we oft revive, 
And kiſs our dames 

With ſtronger flames 


III. 


Than any prince alive: 


Then we'll toſs off our bowls, 


To true love and honour, 
To all kind loving girls, 
And the lord of the mannor, 
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WAT TV and MA DGE. 


— 


ä 
n 


In Imitation of WILLIAM and MARGARET, 


Y 


T. 


WAS at the ſhining mid-day hour, 


When all began to gaunt, 
That hunger rugg'd at Watty's breaſt, 


And the poor lad grow faint. 


II. 


His face was like a bacon ham 


That lang in reek had hung, 
And horn-hard was his tawny hand 


That held his hazel- rung. 


III. 
So wad the ſafteſt face appear 
Of the maiſt dreſſy ſpark, 


And ſuch the hands that lords wad hae, 
Were they kept cloſe at wark. 


His head was like a heathery buſh 


IV. 


Beneath his bonnet blew, 


On his braid cheeks, frae lug to Se, 1 


His bairdy briſtles grew. 


— — 


But 
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V. 
But hunger, like a pou worm, 
Gade rumbling through his kyte, 
And nothing now but folid 
Cou'd give his heart delyte. 
VL. 
He to the kitchen ran with ſpeed, 
To his lov'd Maage he ran, 
Sunk down into the chimney-nook. 
With viſage ſowr and wan: 


VII. 


Get up, he cryes, my criſhy love, 
Support my ſinking ſaul 

With ſomething that is fit to-chew, 
Bett either het or caul. 


| VIII. 
This is the how and hungry hour, 
When the beſt cures for grief 


Are Cogue-fous of the lythy kail, 
And a good junt of beef. 


-* 
Oh Watty, Watty, Madge replyes, 
J but o'er juſtly _—_ 
Your love was thowleſs, and that ye 
For cake and pudding wood. 


| X. 
Bethink thee, Patty, on that night, 
When all were fatt aſleep, 


How ye kiſs'd me frae cheek to cheek, 
Now leave theſe cheeks to dreep. 
| XI. 
How cou'd ye ca' my hurdies fat, 
And comfort of your fight ? 


How cou'd ye rooſe my dimpled hand, 
Now all my dimples flight ? 


P 


« 
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3 
Why did you promiſe me à fnoodd. 
To bind my locks'fae bro-n ? 
Why did you me e ö 
Vet let my hoſe fa' down? 
ns XIII. 
O faithleſs Valty, think how aft 
I ment your ſarks and hoſe ! 
For you how mony bannocks ſtown, 
How mony cogues of broſe. 
„ 
But hark ! — the KRail- bell rings, and 1 
Maun gae link aff the pot; 
Come ſee, ye haſh, how fair I ſweat, 
To ſtegh your guts, * * 


The grace was ſaid, the maſter ſerv'd, 
Fat Madee return'd again, 
Blyth Watiy raiſe and rax'd himſell, 
And fidg'd he was ſae fam. 
| XVI. 
He hy'd him to the ſavoury bench, 
1 We a warm — ſtood, 
nd gart his gooly through the ba 
Let out * heart's blood. Bs 
| | XVII. | 
And thrice he cry*d, Come eat, dear Mage, 
Of this delicious fare ; 1 
Syne claw'd it aff moſt cleverly, 
Till he could eat nae mair. 
— — 


* * 


1 


* 


a Jeſſamine Bower 
; 
Wh N the bright God of da 
Drove weſtward his ray, 
And the evening was charming and clear, 
The fwallows amain FL 


— 


C LIA 2 


_ 


Nimbly skim o'er the' plain, oo a 
And our ſhadows like giants appear, In 
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II. 
In a jeſſamine bower, _ 
When the bean was in flower, 
And Zephyrs breath'd odours around, 
Lov'd Celia ſhe fat 
With her ſong and ſpinet, 


And ſhe charm'd all the grove with her ſound. 


Roſy bowers ſhe ſung, 
W hiiſt the harmony rung, 
And the birds they all flutt'ring arrive, 
The induſtrious bees 
From the flowers and trees, | 
Gently hum with their ſweets to their hive, 
| IV. 
The gay god of love, 
As he flew o'er the grove, . 
By Zephyrs conducted along; 
As ſhe touch'd on the ſtrings, 
He beat time with his wings, 
And echoe repeated the ſong. 


X. 


O ye mortals ! beware 
How you venture too near, 
Love doubly is armed to wound ; 
Your fate you can't ſhun, 
For your ſurely undone, | 
If you raſhly approach near the ſound, 


I 


Mere not my Heart light, I wad di. 


—_— 


** 


I E RE was anes a May, and ſhe loo'd na men, 
She biggit her bonny bower down in yon glen, 


But now ſhe crys dool ! and a well-a-day ! 


Come down the green gate, and come here away. 


When 


But now fe crys dool ! &c. 


en. * If bed 
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1 
When bonny young Johny came o'er the ſea, 

He ſaid he ſaw naithing ſae lovely as me; 

He heght me baith rings and mony braw things 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 

He heght, &c. 11 


He had a wee titty that loo'd na me, 
Becauſe I was twice as bonny as ſhe ; 
She rais'd ſic a pother twixt him and his mother, 
That were na my heatt light, I wad die. 
She rais'd, &C. _ 


The day it was ſet, and the bridal to be, 

The wife took a dwam, and lay down to die; 

She main'd and ſhe grain'd out of dolour and pain, 

Till he vow'd he never wad ſee me again. 

She main d, &C. | 
| . 

His kin was for ane of a higher degree, 
Said, what had he to do with the like of me ? 
Albeit I was bonny I was na for Johny; 

And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
Albeit I was, &C. | 
VI. 


They ſaid, I had neither cow nor caff, 
Nor dribles of drink rins throw the draft, 
Nor pickles of meal rins throw the mill-eye 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 

Nor pickles of, &C. | 
VII. 


His titty ſhe was baith wylie and flee, 
She ſpy'd me a I came o'er the lee; 
And then ſhe ran in and made a loud din, 
Believe your ain een, an ye trow na me. 
And then ſhe, &c. | 
VIIL 


His bonnet flood ay fou round on his-brow, 
His auld ane looks ay as well as ſome's new: 


But 


From ; — = 
rer - n 5c) how — — — 4 Mw * mn + 1 - - 
4 52 - — £ © OS * 7 * * * = o N ba \ \ — 3 22 
" E ; > — — * 2 — . : r * La e — 2 wr s . — by 8 2 1 — ar _- * — — — — - ad 
2 * *. — 2 2 — r — 02 — — T—— * p LE SPECS... — — — — 2 4 — 3 * — 
— N 7 — * — N 2 F wy a ” a . A -< — — — — = — - ——— — —— — 2 2 7 * — - = bs . — a 4 — —— 
" ö r 4 Dinos 9: = r —— * — — = — — — - - : 8 . — oo \ — 5 — =; ©» 2.99 Ln 7 ry bg: 
3 2 as IE 8. * = 2 * = — * . — n N — - 44 Y . * 1 „ 2 TL = — 1 
* is 1 — x Rs... won . k by”. _ A : 3.46 6 SON 8 4 : 2 1 Ow Fa m_— 
* — — — — — FI Ns : * * - EVI re n 9 Eu, * Sa n — ER ; x * 1 = 2/2 
— — —B os 8 0 n . 1 D eee — =» r 
2 n nr 18 4 fg * © By fo ee EEE N. 2 ir 5 - N £ Rf 2 % we} * n 2 * n, 50 . 2 — 8 — =_ _— a — - 
> . r W 5 tx 2 * an . - 2 : "0: 4 «+ 7 ad; hams ELITES p n 5 oy \ ER = * - þ . 
* * - A . Bar he: NETS! IT Sh n T 3 2 rr * 1 N n L RT of EE Sk... tho i 
Ps . N — _—_—— 4 5 8 A 9 * * * ans 54 1 - oh 72-4 a. * 1 Fan — 
d a N 0 L 


PM. 


= STI 


( 335 ) 
But now he lets't wear ony gate it will hing, 


And caſt himſell dowie upon the corn-bing. 
But now he, &c. py 


And now he gaes drooping about the dykes, 
And a he dow do is to hund the tykes : 
The live-lang night he ne'er ſteeks his eye, 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
The live-lang, &C. * 


Were I young for thee, as I hae been, | 
We ſhou'd hae been galloping down on yon green, 
And linking it on the lilly-white lee; 


And wow gin J were but young for thee. 
And linking, &C. 


8 — — * * 1 
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Kind RoBIN {es me. 


ROBIN. 


H ILS T I alone your foul poſſeſt, 
And none more lov'd your boſom Preſt, 
Ye gods, what king like me was bleſt, 
When kind Feary lo'ed me! 
Hey ho 7eary, quoth he, 
Kind Robin lo'es thee. 


JEAN. 
Whilſt you ador'd no other fair, 
Nor Kate with me your heart did ſhare, 


What queen with Feany cou'd anne, 
When kind Robin lo'ed me 
| ho Robin, &c. 


RoBIN. 


Katy now commands my heart, 
Kate who ſings with ſo much art, 
W hoſe life to fave with mine I'd part; 
For kind Katy lo'es me. 
Hey ho Jeany, &c. 


TEAND» 


eat 


JEAaNrY. . 
Paty now delights mine eyes, 
He with equal ardour dies, 
Whoſe life to fave I'd periſh twice: 
For kind Paty lo'es me. 
Hey ho Robin, &c. 
Ros tn. f 
What if I Kate for thee difdain, 
And former love return again, 
To link us in the ſtrongeſt chain: 
For kind Robix lo'es thee. 
Hey ho Jeany, > FA 
IE ANY. 
Tho Party's kind, as kind can be, 
And thou more ſtormy than the ſea, 
I'd chuſe to live and die with thee, 
If kind Robin lo'es-me. 
Hey hs Robin, Ec. 


8 —— * 
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O my heavy heart ! 


Tune of, Ye Broom of Cowdenknows. 


. | 
| OL heart, my heavy, heavy heart, 
Swells as't wou'd burſt in twain ! 
No tongue can e'er deſcribe its ſmart ; 
Nor I conceal its pain. 2 
Blow on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rains, 
To ſooth my tender grief: : 
Tour ſolemn muſick lulls my pain, 
And yields me ſhort relief. 
O my heart, &c. 


III. 
In ſome lone corner would ] fit, 
Retired from human kind; 
Since mirth, nor ſhow, nor ſparkling wit, 
Can eaſe my anxious mind, 


my heart, &C. | 
Q. 2 The 


( 349 ) 
IV. 
The ſun which makes all nature gay, 
Torments my weary eyes, 
And in dark ſhades I paſs the day, 
Where echoe ſleeping lyes. 
O my heart, &C. PIE, 


The (parking ſtars which gayly ſhine, 
And glittering deck the night, 
Are all ſuch cruel foes of mine, 
I ſicken at their fight. 
O my heart, &C. 
VI 


The gods themſelves their creatures love, 
Who do their aid implore; 
O learn of them, and bleſs the nymph 
Who only you adore. 
O my heart, &C. 
VII. 


The ſtrongeſt paſſion of the mind, 
The greateſt bliſs we know, 
Ariſes from ſucceſsful love, 
If not the greateſt woe. 
O my heart, &c. 


1 
— — _ ——— — 


Bellaſpelling. 
* 
LL you that would refine your blood 
As pure as fam'd Lexwwelling, 
B, water clear, come every year 
And drink at Bella/pelling. 
Tho! pox or itch your skin enrich 
Wich rubies paſt the telling, 
»Twill clear your skin, ere you have been 
A month at Bellaſpell ing. ; | F 
II 


— 


Tho' ladies cheeks be green as leels 
When they come from their dwelling, 

Te kindling roſe within them blows J 
While ſhe's at Bellaſpelling. The 


( 341 ) 

Ihe ſutty brown juſt come from town, 
Grows here as freſh as Welen; 

Then back ſhe goes to kill the beaus 
By dint of Bellaſpelling. 

III. 

Our ladies are as freſh and fair 
As Ro/s or bright Duntelling, 

And Mars might make a fair miſtake, 
Were he at Bellaſpelling. 

We muſt ſubmit as they think fit, 
And there is no rebelling ; 

The reaſon's plain, the ladies reign 
Our queens at Bellaſpelling. 


FX 
By matchleſs charms and conquering arni$ 
They have the way of quelling 
Such deſperate foes, as dare oppoſe 
Their power at Bellaſpelling. 
Cold water turns to fire and burns, 
I know't becauſe I fell in 


The happy ſtream where a fair dame 
Did bathe at Bellaſpelling. | 
| . 

Fine beaus advance, equipt for dance, 
And bring their Aune and Nell in 
With ſo much grace, I'm ſure no place 

Can vie with Bellaſpelling. 
No politicks, or ſubtile tricks, 
No man his country {elling ; 
We eat and drink, and never think, 
Like rogues at Bellaſpelling. 
| MER. 
The pain'd in mind, the puff'd with wind, 
They all come here pell-mell in, 
ro they are ſure to find a cure 
By drinking Bellaſpellinp. 
Th ' dropſy fl eee the will. 
From chin to toe high ſwelling, 
Pour in, pour out, you need not doubt 


A cure at Bellaſpelling. 


13 
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3 Death 


_ *% "5 21 4 * * 1 2 * « ＋ F > \ 
ma, . oa TR 246 N re 7 C7 p 2 N 
. n A * 1 * "us = notre 7 n Ap 876 r. 
K Wha pA 4 +4 1 2 Tr. . 8 - * 8 
p "6-3 aun 8 . 5 #7 N 
28 \ 4 — _ T7 n A 
— r —_— % * * Or g 
. * 


(342) 
VII. 


No ſextons here are knelling :: 
Come judge and try, you'll never die 

While you're at Bellaſpelling; 
Except you feel darts tip'd with ſteel, 

W hich here are every belle in, 
When from their eyes tweet ruin flys, 


lou die at Bellaſpelling. 


VIII. 


Good chear, good air, much joy, no care, 


Your fight, your taſte and ſmelling, 
Your ears, your touch, tranſported much 
Each day at Bellaſpelling. | 


Within this bound we all ſleep ſound, 


No noiſy dogs are yelling, 
Except you wake for Ce/ia's ſake 

All night at Bellaſpelling. 

| IX 


Here all you ſec, both he and ſhe, 
No lady keeps her cell in, 

But all partake the mirth we make, 
Who live at Bellaſpelling. 

My rhime is gone, I think Pye done, 

_ Unleſs I ſhow'd bring hell in; 

But ſince we're here to heaven ſo near, 
I can't at Bellaſelling. 


— 


Death throws no darts in theſe good parts, 


* 
HE graces and the wandering loves 
Are fled to diſtant plains, 
'To chace the fawns, or m the groves 
To wound admiring {wains : 
With their bright 1M:#re/ there they ſtray, 
Who turns her careleſs eyes 
From daily victories; yet each day 
Bcholds new triumphs in her way, 
And conquers as ſhe flys, 
And congutes, &c. 


The wandering Beauty, 


But 


( 343 ) 
II. 
But fee ! implor'd by moving prayers 
To change the lover's pain; 
Fenus her harne(s'd doves prepares, 
And brings the Fair again. 
proud mortals who this Maid purſuz, 
Think you ſhe'll &er reſign ? 
Ceaſe fools your wiſhes to renew, 
'Till ſhe grows fleſh and blood like you, 
Or you like her divine, a 
Or you, &C. | 


- » 


— 


The Sweet Temptation. 


I. 


AW ye the nymph whom IJ adore ? 
Saw ye the goddeſs of my heart ? 
And can you bid me love no more ? 
And can ye thank I feel no ſmart ? 


II. 


So many charms around her ſhine, 
Who can the ſweet temptation fly ? 

Spite of her ſcorn, ſhe's ſo divine, 
That I mult love her, tho' I die. 


. tid 
nn 
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Bonny BARBARA AL LAN. 
[. 


T' was in and about the Martinmas time, 
When the green leaves were a falling, 
That Sir Jon Græ me in the weſt country 
Fell in love with Barbara Allan. 


II. 


He ſent his man down through the town, 
To the place where ſhe was dwelling, 

O haſte and come to my matter dear, 
Gin ye be Barbara Allan. 


Q 4 | O hoaly, 
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ITE. 
O hooly, hooly roſe ſhe up, 
To the place where he was lying, 


And when ſhe drew the curtain by, 
Young man, I think you're dying. 


IV. 
O its Tm fick, and very very ſick, 
And *tis a' for Barbara Allan. 
O the hetter for me ye's never be, 
Tho' your heart's blood were a ſpilling. 


V. 


O dinna ye mind, young man, ſaid ſhe, 
When ye was in the tavern a drinking, 

That ye made the healths gae round and round, 
And lighted Barbara Allan. 


VI. 
He turn'd his face unto the wall, 
And death was with him dealing; 


Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all, 
And be kind to Barbara Allan. 


VII. 


And ſlowly, ſlowly raiſe ſhe up, 
And ſlowly, ſlowly left him; 

And 1iighing, ſaid, ſhe cou'd not ſtay, 
Since death of life had reft him. 


VIII. 


She had not gane a mile but twa, 
When ſhe heard the dead- bell ringing, 
And every jow that the dead-bell geid, 
It cry'd, Woe to Barbara Allan. 


IX, 
O mother, mother, make my bed, 
O make it ſaft and narrow, 


Sisce my love died for me to day, 
LIl die for him the morrow. 


775 
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The Toper's Petition, 
Grant me, kind Bacchus, 
() The god of the vine, El 
Not a pipe nor a tun, - | 
But an ocean of wine, | q 
With a ſhip that's well man; d 
With ſuch rare-hearted fellows, 


Who ne'er left the tavern 
For a porterly ale-houſe. 
II. 
Let the ſhip ſpring a leak, 
To let in the tipple, 
Without pump or long- boat, 
To ſave ſhip or people: 
So that each jolly lad 
May always be bound, 
Or to drink, or to drink, 
Or to drink, or be drown'd. 
© nh: III. 
When death does prevail, 
It is my deſign 
To be nobly intomb'd 
In a wave of good wine : 
So that living or dead, 
Both body and ſpirit; 
May float round the world 
In an ocean of claret. 


* 
* 


The Relief by the Bowl, 


INCE drinking has power to bring us relief. 
Come fill up a bowl, and the pox oa all griet*; 

It we find that won't do, we'll have ſuch another, 

And fo we'll proceed from one bowl to another ; 


Till, like ſons of polls, we'll make our wit ſoar, 
Orin homage to Bacchus tall down on the floor. 


Q5 Adolis 
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II. i 
Apollo and Bacchus were boch merry ſouls, 
Each of them delighted to toſs off their bowls 3 
"Chen let us to ſhew ourſelves mortals of merit, 
By toaſting theſe gods in a bowl of good claret, 
And then we ſhall each be deſerving of praiſe: 
But the man that drinks moſt ſhall go off with the bays, 


— 


On Maſonry. 
8 : T. 
Y Majors art, the aſpiring dome 
In various columns ſhallariſe ; 
All climates are their native home, 
Their godlike actions reach the skies. 


Heroes and Kings revere their name, 
And Peets ſing their deathleſs fame. 


II. 
Great, gen'rous, noble, wiſe and brave, 
Are titles they moſt juſtly elaim; 
Their deeds ſhall live beyond the grave, 
Which babes unborn ſhall loud proclaim ; 
Time thall their glorious acts inroll, 
Whilſt love and friendſhip charm the ſoul. 


——— 
A. 


_— 


—_— 


De Coguet, 
i . 
ROM Whites and Will's, 
To purling rills, 
The love-fick Sfrephon flies; 
There, full of woe, 
His numbers flow, 
And all in rhime he dies. 1 
The fair coquet, 
With feign'd regret, 
Invites him back to town; 


But 
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But when in tears 


T he lad appears, 
She meets him with a frown. 


| III. 
Full oft the maid 
This prank had play'd, 
Till angry Szrephon ſwore, 
And what is ſtrange, 
Tho' loth to change, 
Would never ſee her more. 


Gently touch, &. 
I. 
ENT LV touch the warbling lyre, 
Chloe ſeems inclin'd to reit, 
Fill her ſoul with fond deſire, 
Softeſt notes will ſooth her breaſt. 


Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love, 
Let them all propitious prove. 

| IT. 

On the moſly bank ſhe lyes, 
(Nature's verdant velvet-bed ) 

Be:uteous flowers meet her eyes, 
Forming pillows tor her head. 

Zephiyrs waft their odours round, 

And indulging whiſpers ſound. 


—_— 


_— — _—_— n * 


ä 


— __=___ —_ 2 I_ 


IMITATED. 
| . 
to ENTLY ſtir and blow the fire, 
Lay the mutton down to roaſt ; 
Get me, quick, 'tis my deſire, 
In the dreeping-pan a toaſt, 


That my hunger may remove 3 
Mutton is the meat I love. 
| | Q © On 
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IE. 


On the dreſſer ſee it lyes: 
Oh the charming white and red ! 

Finer meat ne'er met my eyes, 
On the ſweeteſt graſs it fed: 

Swiftly make the jack go round, 

Let me have it nicely brown'd.. 

HI. 

On the table ſpread the cloth, 
Let the knives be ſharp and clean ; 

Pickles get of every fort,, . _ - 
And a fallad criſp and green : 

Then with ſmall beer and ſparkling wine, 
O ve Gods! how I ſhall dine. 


The happy Beggars. 
Quten of the Beggars. 
OW blett are beggar-laſſes, 

Who never toil for treaſure ! 
We know no care, but how to ſhare. 
Each day ſucceſſive pleaſure.. 
Drink away, let's be gay, 
Beggars itil! with. bliſs abound, 
Mirth and joy ne'er can cloy, 
Whiltt the ſparkling glaſs goes round, 
Firſt Woman. 
& fig for gaudy faſhions, 
No want of clothes oppreſſes; 
We live at eaſe with rags and fleas, 
We value not our dreſſes. 
Pink away, &c. | 
Second Woman, 
Me ſcorn all ladies waſhes, 
With. which they ſpoil each feature; 
No patch or paint our beauties want, 
We live in ſimple nature, 
Drink away, &c. 


No 


( 349) 
Third Woman. 


No cholick, ſpleen, or vapours, 
At morn or evening teaſe us; 
We drink not tex, or ratafia ; 

When ſick, a dram. can eaſe us. 
Drink away, &C. 


Fourth Noman. 
That ladies act in private, 
By nature's ſoft compliance; 
We think no crime, when in our prime, 
To kiſs without a licence. * | 
Drink away, &c. 


Fifth Woman, 
We know no ſhame or ſcandal, 

The beggars law befriends us; 
We all agree in liberty, 


And poverty defends us. 
Drink away, &C. 


| Sixth Woman. 
Like jolly beggar wenches, 
Thus, thus we drown all ſorrow ; 
We live to day, and ne'er delay 


Our pleaſure till to morrow. 
Drink away, &c. 


ai 


Lucy and COLIN, 


I. 


F Leiſter, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace; 
Nor e'er did L:ify's limped ſtream 
Reflect ſo ſweet a face: 
Till luckleſs love and pining care 
Impair'd her roſy hue, 
Her coral lips and damask cheeks, 
And eyes of gloſſy blue. 
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8 * 
Oh! have you ſeen a lilly pale, 
When beating rains deſcend ? 

So droop'd the ſlow-conſuming maid, 
Her life was near an end. | 
By Lucy warn'd, of flatt'ring ſwains 

Take heed, ye eaſy fair, 
Of vengeance due to broken vows, 
Ye perjur'd ſwains, beware. 


III. 


Three times, all in the dead of night, 

A bell was heard to ring; 

And ſhreeking at her window thrice, 
The raven flap'd his wing: _ 

Too well the love-lorn —— * knew 
The ſolemn bodding ſound, 

And thus in dying words beſpoke, 
The virgins weeping round: 


IV. 


% J hear a voice you cannot hear, 
« Which ſays, I muſt not ſtay ; 
66 ſee a hand you cannot ſee, | 
% Which beckons me away. 
% By a falſe heart and broken vows, 
„In early youth I die; 
Was I to blame, becauſe his bride 
Was thrice as rich as I ? 


| V. 
4% Ah Colin! give not her thy vows, 
« Vows due to me alone; 


„Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiſs, 


«© Nor think him all thy own. 


„ To morrow in the church to wed, 
© Impatient both prepare: 


But know, fond maid, and know falſe man, 


That Lucy will be there. 


(a8 ) 
VI. 


& Then bear my coarſe, my comrades, bear, 
This bridegroom blyth to meet; 

« He in his wedding- trim ſo gay, 
I] in my winding: ſheet. * 

She ſpoke, ſhe dy'd : Se coarſe was born, 
The bridegroom blyth to meet ; 

He in his wedding-trim ſo gay, 
She in her winding-ſheet.. 


VII. 


Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts? 
How were theſe nuptials kept 

The bride's men flock'd round Lacy dead, 
And all the village wept. + 

Confuſion, ſhame, remorſe, deſpair, 
At once his boſom {well ; 

The damps of death bedew'd his brow, 
He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell. 


VIII. 


From the vain bride (ah bride no more ! ) 
The varying crimſon fled, 

When ſtretch'd before her rival's coarſe, 
She ſaw her husband dead. 

Then to his Lucy's new made grave, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 

One mold with her, beneath one ſod, 
For ever now remains. 


1 


Oſt at his grave, the conſtant hind, 
And plighted maids are ſeen; 
With garlands gay and true love knots 
They deck the ſacred green 
But ſwain fore ſworn, whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear; 
Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him here. 


DsrRMET's 


- — 2 — 
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DE RME T's Cronnoch. 


| i 
NE Sunday after maſs, 
Dermet and his laſs 
1's the Greenwood did paſs, 
All alone, all alone, 


All alone, all alone, all alone. 


; 4 & 
He ask'd for a pogue, 
And ſhe call'd him a rogue, 
And ſtruck him with her brogue. 
Ahon ! ahon ! ahon ! 


III. 

Said he, my dear ſhoy, 
Why will you prove coy ? 
Let us play, let us toy, 


All alone, all alone, 
All alone, all alone, all alone. 


IV. 


If I were ſo mild, 
You are ſo very wild, 
You would get me a ſhild: 
Ahon ! ahon.! ahon ! 
. 
He brib'd her with fruits, 
And he brib'd her with nuts, 


Till a thorn prick'd her foots. 
Haloo ! halobo ! haloo! haloo 


| VI. 
” Shall I pull it out! 
You will hurt me, I doubt, 


And make me to ſhout. 
Haloo ! haloo ! haloo !' 


4 Revicwy 
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4 R of St. Pau L's Church, 
CovenT GARDEN, 


I. 
AVING ſpent all my time, 
H Upon women and wine, 
1 went to hs. church out of ſpite 3 
Bat what the prieſt ſaid. 
Is quite out of my head, 
I rcſolv'd not to edify byꝰt. 


II. 
All the women I view'd, 
Both religious and lewd, 
From the ſable top-knot to the ſcarlets 3 
An even wager I'd lay, 
That at a foul play 
The houſe ne'er ſwarm'd fo with harlots. 


III. 
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Madam lovely I ſaw 
With her daughters. in law, 
Who ſhe offers to ſale ev'ry Sunday; ; 
In the midit ol her prayers 
She negociates affairs, 


And ſigns aſſignations for Monday. 


IV. 
Next, a baron knight's daughter, 
Whoſe own mother taught her, 
By precept and practical notions, 
To wear ga udy clothes, 
And ogle the beaux, 
Was at church, to ſhew Hons of devotion. 
V « 
Next, a lady of fame, 
Who we ſhall not name, 
She'll give you no trouble in teaching; 
She has a very ſine book, 
But ne'er on it does look, 
And regards neither praying nor preaching. _ 
| Madam 


- 
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. VI. 
Madam fair there ſhe ſits, 
Almoſt out of her wits, 
Betwixt vice and devotion debating z 
She's as vicious as fair, 
And has no buſineſs there, 
To hear maſter T:c#/e text-prating. 


- 14.8 Mlb 4 
From the corner of the ſquaie 3 
Comes a hopeful young pair, | 
As religious as they ſee occaſion ; 
But if patches or paint 
Be true ſigns of a ſaint, | 
We've no reaſon to fear their damnation, 


| VIIE. 
When thus he had done, 
He bleſt every one, 
With his benediction the people: 
So I run to the Crows, 
Leſt the church ſhou'd fall down, 
And beat out my brains with the ſteeple. 


2 
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Sus Ax's Complaint and Remedy. 


1 


S down in the meadows I chanced to paſs, 
Oh! there I beheld a young beautiful laſs, 

Her age, I am ſure, it was ſcarcely fifteen, 

And ſhe on her head wore a garland of green : 
Her lips were like rubies ; and as for her eyes 

They ſparked like diamonds, or ſtars in the skies, 
And as for her voice it was charming and clear, 
And ſhe ſung a ſong for the loſs of her dear. 


JE 
Why does my love Niliy prove falſe and unkind ? 


Ah! why does he change like the wavering wind, 
From one that is loyal in ev'ry degree? 


Ah! why daes he change to another from me ? 


Or 


TW) 

Or does he take pleaſure to torture me ſo ? 
Or does he delight in my fad overthrow ? 
Su/annah will always prove true to her truſt, 
'T'is pity lov'd Willy ſnou'd prove fo unjuſt. 

In the meadows as we were a making of hay, 
There did we paſs the ſoft minutes away. 
Then was I kiſs'd, and ſet down on his knee, 
No man in the world was ſo loving as he. 
And as he went forth to harrow and plow, 
I milk'd him ſweet fillababs under my cow: 
O then I was kiſs'd as I ſat on his Knee! 
No man in the world was ſo loving as he, 

5 

But now he has left me ! and Fanny the fair 
Employs all his wiſhes his thoughts and his care: 
He kiſſes her lip as ſhe fits on his knee, 
And ſays all the ſweet things he once ſaid to me: 
But if ſhe believe him, the falſe-hearted ſwain | 
Will leave her, and then ſhe with me may complain; 
For nought is more certain, believe filly Sue, 
Who once has been faithleſs can never be true. 


1 
She finiſh'd her ſong, and *roſe up to be gone, 

When over the meadow came jolly young John, 
Who told her that ſhe was the joy of his lite, 

And if ſhe'd conſent he wou'd make her his wife : 
She cou'd not refuſe him, ſo to church they went; 
Young #7lys forgot, and young Suſan's content. 
Moſt men are like Vilh, moſt women like Sue; 
If men will be falſe, why ſhowd women be true? 


A AM. Att. Ad... Lt. 4 _ 
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Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a ſtall, 
Which ſerv'd him for parlour, for kitchen and hall; 
No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate, | 
No ambition had he, nor duns at his gate, : 

| Derry down, down, down, derry down. 
© Contented 
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Hi 
Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf ks 
Ff at night he cou'd purchaſe a cup of brown nappy ; 
He'd laugh then and whiſtle, and ſing too moſt ſweet, 


Saying juſt to a hair I've made both ends meet. 
Derry down, &c. 1 


But love the diſturber of high and of low, 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau, 
He ſhot the poor cobler quite thro” the heart, 

I wiſh it bad hi hit ſome more ignoble part. 
Derry down, &C. , 
Va 


It was from a cellar this archer did play, 
Where a buxom young damſel continually lay; 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe every day, 
That the ſhot the poor cobler ſtraight over the Way. 
Derry dawn, &c. 5 


He ſung her love- ſongs as he ſat at his w uk; 
But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk : 
When ever he ſpoke,ſhe wou'd flounce,and wou'd tear 
W hich put the poor cobler quite into I 
Derry down, &c. : 
Vi. 


He took up his awl, that he had in the uk, 
And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd, 
He pierc'd thro? his body inſtead of the fole : 

So the cobler he dy'd, and the bell it did toll. 
Derry down, &C. | 


* 


„ 


— -1 (nnd Earl of MurRaAv. 


: 


E Highlands and ye Lawlands, 
Oh! where have you been: 
'T hey have ſlain the Earl of Murray, 
And they lay'd him on the green . 


They have, &c. 


Now 


( 357) 
IK: 
Now wae be to thee, Huntl, _ 
And wherefore did you ſae? 
I bade you bring him wr you, 
But forbade you him to flay. 


J bade, &c. 
III. 


He was a braw gallant, 
And he rid at the ring; | 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, 

Oh ! he might have been a King, 
And the, &C. | 
| IV. 

He was a braw gallant, 
And he play'd at the ba-; 
And the bonny Earl of Murray 
Was the flower amang them a'. 
And the, &C. | | 
V. 


He was a braw gallant, 
And he play'd at the glove ; 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, 
Oh ! he was the Queen's love. 
And the, &c. | 
3 
Oh! lang will his lady 
I ok ver the caſtle Doux, 
E'er ſhe fee the Earl of Murray 
Come ſounding thro? the town. 
E'er ſhe, &c. 


— to. ot. —_ 
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Tf ger I db well, tis a Wonder. 


. 


HE N I was a young lad, 
| My fortune was bad ; 
If Cer I do well, tis a wonder: 


—— 


_ 
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I ſpent all my means 
On whores, bawds and queans : 
Then I got a commiſſion to plunder. 
; Fall all de rall, &c. 


The hat I have on 
So greaſy is grown, _ 
Remarkable 'tis for its ſhining 2 
"Tis fſtitch'd all about, 
Without button or loop, 
And never a bit of a lining. 
Fall all de rall, &c. _ 
II. 


The coat I have on, 
So thread-bare is worn, 

So out at the armpits and elbows, 
That I look as abſurd 
As a ſailor on board, 


That has ly'n fifteen months in the bilbos. 
Fall all de rall, &c. 


| IV. 
My ſhirt it is tore 
Both behind and before, 
'The colour is much like a cinder ; 
*T'ts ſo thin and ſo fine, 
That it is my deſign 
To preſent it to the muſes for tinder. 
Fall all de rall, &c. 
V. 
My blue fuſtian breeches 
Is wore to the ſtitches, 
My legs you may ſee what's between them ; 
- Ay pockets all four, 
I'm the fon of a whore,. 
If there's ever one farthing within them. 
Fall all de rall, &c. 
VI. 
I have ſtockings, tis true, 
But the devil a ſhoe, - 


Im oblig'd to wear boots in all weather 


, 8 
(3590 
Be damn'd the boot-ſole, 

Curſe on the ſpur- roll, | 
Confounded be the upper-leather. h 
Fall all de rall, &c. 9 
. og 

Had ye then but ſeen wb 
The ſad plight I was in, | 9 
Ye'd not ſeen ſuch a poet amongſt twent7; ih 
I have nothing that's full, | 17. 
But my ſhirt and my ſcull, N 
For my pockets and belly were empty. 1 
Fall all de rall, &c. Hh 

NT Om ” i — —— 1 
| The Fumblers Rant. | 

OME carles a' of fumblers ha', & 
And I will tell you of our fate, 9 

Since we have married wives that's braw, 3 
And canna pleaſe them when tis late: 1 

A pint we'll take, our hearts to chear; 1 
What fauts we have, our wives can tell: BY 
Gar bring us in baith ale and beer, fy 
The auldeſt bairn we hae's our ſell. 16} 
Chriſt'ning of weans we are redd off, "3 
The pariſh prieſt *tis he can tell, b 
We aw him nought but a gray groat, 1 
The off ring for the houſe we dwell. = 
on bairns's tocher is a' paid, a Ph 
We're maſters of the gear our ſell ; "nn 
Let either well or wae beide, [| i 


Here's a health to a' the wives that's yell, 
ä 


Our nibour's auld ſon and the laſs, 
Into the barn amang the ſtrae, 

Je grips her in the dark begueſs, 
And after that comes meikle wae. 
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Repentance 
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Repentance ay comes afterhin', 
It coſt the carle baith corn and hay ; 
We're quat of that with little din, 
Sic croſſes haunt ne'er you nor I. 


IV. 
Now merry, merry may we be, 
When we think on our nibour Robie, 
The way the carle does, we ſee, 
Wi his auld ſon and daughter Maggy: 
Boots he maun hae, piſtols, why not ; 
The huſly maun hae corkit ſhoon : 
Ve are no ſae; gar fill the pot, 
We'll drink to a' the hoursat e'en. 
T 
Here's a health to John Mackay we'll drink, 
To Hughie, Andrew, Rob and Tam ; 
We'll fit and drink, we'll nod and wink, 
It is o'er ſoon for us to gang. 
Foul fa the cock, he as ſpilt the play, 
And I do trow he's but a fool, 
We'll fit a while, tis lang to day, 
For a' the cocks they rave at Yo2/. 


| * 

Since we have met, we'll merry be, 

The formait hame ſhall bear the mell ; 
I'll ſet me down, leſt I be fee, 

For fear that I ſhou'd bear't my ſell. 
And I, quoth Rob, and down fat he, 

T he gear ſhall never me out- ride, 
But we'll take a ſowp of the barley-bree, 

And drink to our yell fire-ſide. 


2 — 


We Matron's Wiſh. 


I. 
WEE N my locks are grown hoary, 
And my viſage looks pale; 
Wien my forehead has wrinkles, 
And my eye-1ight does fail; 


— 
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Let my words and my actions 
Be free from all harm, 


And may I have my old husband 
To keep my back warm. 


Cruorvs. 
The pleaſures of youth 
Are flowers — May; 
Our liefs but a vapour, 
Our body s but clay : 
O let me lie ell, 


Tho' I live but a day. 


II. 
With a ſermon on Sunday, 
And a bible of good print; 
With a pot on the fire, 
And good viands in't; 
With ale, beer and brandy, 
Both winter and ſummer, 
To drink to my goſſip, 
And be pledg'd by my cummer. 
The pieaſures of, &C. 


III. 
With pigs and with poultry, 
And ſome money in ſtore, 
To purchaſe the needful, 
And to give to the poor: 
With a bottle of Canary 
To ſip without ſin, 
And to comfort my daughter 
Whene'er ſhe lyes in. 
The pleaſures, &c. 
IV. 
With a bed ſaft and eaſy 
To reſt on at night, 


With a maid in the morning 
To riſe with the light, 


R 
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To do her work neatly, 
And obey my deſire, 
To make the houſe clean, 
And blow up the fire. 
The pleaſures of, &C. 


* 
With health and content, 
And a good eaſy chair; 
With a thick hood and mantle, 
When I ride on my mare. 
Let me dwell near my cup-board, 
And far from my foes, 
With a pair of glaſs eyes 
To clap on my noſe. 
The pleaſures of, &. 
"I's. 
And when I am dead, 
With a ſigh let them ſay, 
Our honeſt old cummer's 
Now laid in the clay : 
When young, ſhe was chearful, 
No icold, ner no whore; 
She aſſiſted her neighbours, 
And gave to the poor. 
Tho the flower of her youth 
In her age did decay, 
Tho" her life like a vapour 
Ewaniſe d away, 
She liv d well and happy 
Unto her la ſt day. 


3 
The free * Song. 

OM E let us prepare, 

We Brothers that are 
Aſſembled, on merry occaſion: 

Let's drink, laugh and ſing, 

Our wine has a ſpring; 
Here's a health to an accepted miſcn. 


6363) 
II. 
The world is in pain 
Our ſecret to gain, 
And ſtill let them wonder and gaze on : 
They ne'er can divine 
The word, or the ſign, 
Of a free and an aczepted maſon. 
. 
Tis this and 'tis that, 
They cannot tell what, 
Why ſo many great men of the nation 
Should aprons put on, 
io make themſelves one 
With a free and an accepted maſon. 


IV. 
Great kings, dukes and lords, 
Have laid by their ſwords, 

Our myit'ry to put a good grace on, 
And ne'er been aſham'd | 
To here themſelves nam'd 

With a free and an accepted maſon. 

W. 
Still firm to our truſt, 
In friendſhip we're juit, 

Our actions we guide by our reaſon 
By obſerving this rale, 

Ihe paſtions move cool 
Of a free and an accepted maſon, 
VI. 


All idle debate 
About church or the ſtate, 
Ihe ſprings of impiety and treaſon ; 
Theſe raiſers of ſtrife 
Neer ruthe the lite 
Of a free and an accepted maſon. 
| | VII. 
Antiquity's pride 
We have on our ſide, 
Which adds high renown to our Ration : 


R 2 
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There's nought but what's good 
To be underſtood 


By a free and an accepted maſon. 


- VIII. 
The clergy embrace, 
And all Aaron's race, 
Our ſquare actions their knowledge to FRO on; 
And in each degree 
They'll honoured be 
With a free and an accepted maſon. 
IX, 
Werre true and ſincere 
In dur love to the fair, l 
Who will truſt us on every occaſion: 
No mortal can more 
The ladies adore ON 
Than a free and an accepted maſon. 


X. 
Then join hand in hand, : 
T' each other firm ſtand, 
Let's be merry, and put a good face on : 
What mortal can boaſt 
So noble a toaſt 
As a free and an accepted maiſon * 


A. 


The Sathr's Rant. 


J. 


F O W pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main! 

No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 

But chearfully ſpends all his gain 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 

To honour aud honeſty true ; 
And would not commit a bad action, 
For power or profit in view. 


CionTws 


( 365) 
CnoRxus. 
Then æob ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toy? 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 
Goes thorow the world, brave boy. 


IL. 

The world is a beautiful garden, 

Enrich'd with the bletlings of life, 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 

Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife. 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 

And mountainous hillows affright ; 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 

But skilſul induſtry ſteers right. 
Den why ſhoult, &c. 5 

| ; i 


The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 

Than we, that to politicks are ſtrangers 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 
The various bleſſings of nature, 

In various nations we try: 

No mortal than us can be greater, 

Who merrily live till we dy. 

Then why ſhould, &c. | 


— —— — 
— ——_ 


A Love Song in the Modern Taſte, 


| . : 
LUTT*RING ſpread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Capid, o'er my heart; 
J a ſlave in thy dominions, 
Nature muit give way to art. 


Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, | 
Nightly nodding o'er your flacks, 

See my weary days conſuming 
All beneath yon flowery rocks. | 
T3 Thus 
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III. 
Thus the Cyprian goddeſs weeping, 
Round Haonis, darling youth, 
Rim the boar, in ſilence creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 
| IV. 
Crnibia tune harmonious numbers, 
Fair Diſcretion ſtring the lyre, 
Sgoth my ever waking numbers, 
Bright Apcilo lend thy choir. 
- V. 
Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Arm'd in acamantine chains, 
Lea me to the cryſtal mirrors 
Wal'ring ſoft E/ ian plains. 
VI. 
Mournful cypreſs, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia's brows, 
Morpheus hov'ring o'er my pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying vows: 
VII. 
Melancholy, ſmooth meander 
Swiftly purling in a round, 
On thy margin lovers wander, 
With thy flow'ry chaplets crowd. 
VIII. 
Thus when Philomela drooping, 
Softly ſeeks her ſilent mate; 
See the birds of Juno ſtooping: 
Melody refigus to fate. 


I. * — — 
— — — 9 — = 4 4 — — On 


SILVIA and the Flach. 


1 Thank thee, my friend, 
That at length you declare, 
Why Sik»wia's fo coy | 
As to ſhun me with care : 
| | [; mys'd. 
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mus d every night; _ | 
And rack'd my poor ſoul, 
To find out the cauſe 
Of a falſhood {0 foul.” = 
But ſhe tells me, ſhe cannot. 
With claret agree, 
That ſhe thinks of a hogſhead 
Whene'er ſhe fees me: 
That I ſmell_like a beaſt, 
And therefore that I 
Muſt reſolve to forſake her, 
Or claret, good claret, deny. 


III. 
Ye gods! was e'er it known 
That beaſts ſmell'd of wine ? 
They brutiſhly abhor 
A liquor ſo divine : 
'Tis then we are moſt beaſts, | 
When like them in common, 
We eagerly go a hunting 
For the next lewd woman. 


XV. 
Muſt I Wk my dear bottle, 
That has been ever my friend 
Which prolongs all my Joys, 
To my grief puts an end ? 
W hich inſpires me with wit, 
And makes me ſo ſublime, | 
That there's none are like us 
That drink the beſt wine. 
| 3 
But Silvia, whom nature 
So perfect has made, 
Has no room left for wiſhes, 
New beauties to add. | 
Muſt I leave her, I'm ſorry, 
It is too hard a task; 
Yet ſhe may go to the devil, 
Bring me the other flak. 
R 4 
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Love, Drink and Debt. 


Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 
Theſe many and many a year; | 

And theſe are plagues enough I fhou'd think 

For any poor mortal to bear. 13 
*I'was love made me fall into drink, 

And drink made me fall into debt; 

And tho' J have ſtruggled and ſtrove, 

I cannot get out of them yet. 


IT. 
There's nothing but money can cure me, 
And rid me of all my pain: 
Iwill pay all my debts, _ 
And remove all my lets: 8 
Ind my miſtreſs, that cannot endure me, 

Will love me, and love me again 
Then, then ſhall fall to my loving and drinking again. 
—— — — — — 

The Farmer's Son, 
; | 
WEE T Nelly, my heart's delight, 
Be loving, and do not ſight. 
The proffer I make, for modeſty's ſake, 

I honour your beauty bright; 

For love I profeſs, I can do no leſs, 

Thou hait my favour won: 

And ſince Iſee your modeſty, 
J pray agree and fancy me, 

Tho? Tm but a farmer's ſon. 

II. 


No : Iam a lady gay, 
Tis very well known I may 

Have men of renown in country and town, | 
Sir Roger without delay. 

Court Bridget, or Sue, Kate, Nanny, or Pruc, 
Their loves will foon be won; 


But. 
3 be ©, 
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But don't ye dare to ſpeak me fair, 
As tho' I were at my laſt pray'r, 
To marry a farmer's ſon. 
III. 


My father has riches in ſtore, 
Two hundred a year and more, 

Beſides ſheep and cows, carts, harrows and pom 
His age 1s above threeſcore : 

And when he gives way, then merrily I 

Shall have what he has won; 

Roth land and kine, and all ſhall- be thine, 

I thou'lt incline, and wilt be mine, 
And marry a farmer's ſon. 


NV. 


A fig for your cattle and corn, 
Your profter'd love I ſcorn; 
"Tis known very well my name is Nel}, 
And you're but a bumpkin born. 
Well, ſince it is ſo, away I will go, 
And I hope no harm is done ; 
Farewell, adieu, I hope to woo 
-- ab good as you, and win her too, 
Tho! I'm but a farmer's fon. | 
. 1 
Be not in ſuch haſte, queth ſhe, 1 
Perhaps we may ſtill agree: 
Tor, man, I proteſt, I was but in jeſt, 
Come prithee ſit down by me; 
For thou art the man that verily can 
Perform what muſt be done, 
Both ſtrait and tall, genteel withal, 
Therefore I ſhall be at your call 
To marry a farmer's ſon. 


VI. 


Dear Neth, believe me now, 
I ſolemnly ſwear and vow, 
No lords in their lives take pleaſure i in wives 
Like fellows that drive the flow, 
Ke: | For 


a 
For whatever they gain with labour and pain 
They don't to harlots run | 
As courtiers do, I never knew 
A London beau that cou'd outdo . 
A country farmer's ſon. 


8 


T—— ED. 4 
A 


The Angel N hs. 


J. 
IJ HEN thy beauty appears 

„V. With its graces and airs, . 
All bright as an Angel 

New dropt from the sky; 

At diſtance I gaze, 

And am aw'd by my fears 
So ſtrangely you dazzle mine eye 
II. 

But when without art | 
Your kind thoughts you impart, . 
When your love runs in bluſhes 

Through every vein, 

When it darts from your eyes, 

When it pants from your heart, 
Then I know you are a Woman again. 


; III. 
There's a paſſion and prid 

Iz our ſex, ſhe reply'd, 

And thus (might J gratify both) 
I would do, | 

Still an Angel appear 
To each lover beſide, 

But ſtill be a Woman to you. 


— 


RoGER's Courtſhip, 


OUNG Reger came tapping 
At Dvylly's window, 
Tumpaty, Tumpaty, Tump, 


(3p) 


He begg'd for admittance, - | ; 
She wen him, no; | 5 ; 
Glumpaty, Glumpaty, oer. 
My Dolly, my dear, 
Your true love is here, 
Dumpaty, Dimpaty, buch. 
No, no, Roger, no, 
As you came you may go, 


Waumpaty, Slumpaty, 8 * 6 
II. 


Oh what is-the reaſon, 
Dear Holly? he ery'd: 
| Humpaty, - 
That thus J am caſt off, 
And unkindly deny'd : 
' Trumpaty, &C. 
Some rival more dear 
I gueſs has been here: 
Crumpaty, &e. 
Suppoſe there's been two, Sir, 
* vo s that to you, Sir? 
Mp „ 7 


Oh! then with a ſad look 
His farewell he took: 
Humpaty „, &C. 
And all in deſpair 
He leap'd into the brook. : 
Plumpaty, &c. 
His courage he cool'd, 
He found himſelf fool'd : 
Mumpaty, &C. 
He ſwam to the ſhore, 
And ſaw Dolly no more: 
Rumpaty, &c. 


\ 


I... 5 
Oh ! then ſhe recall'd, 
And recall'd him again: 
Humpaty, & c. 
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Whilſt he like a madman 
Ran over the plain : 


Slumpaty, &. 
| Determin'd to find 
A damſel more kind: 
Plumpaty, 
While Dolly afraid 
She mo die an old maid * 
Mumpaty, &c. 


Jump at a Cruſt. 
I. 


S Jam a friend, 
Be willing to lend 
An ear to theſe lines, 
Which in pity I pen'd. 


Tis a cordial advice, 


Girls be not too nice, 

Young lover's are now 

At another gate price 
Than they have 


JI. 
J pray you refrain 
Vour ſcorn and diſdain, 5 


young men you flight, 
Fhey'] 


They ll make you run mad, | 

Sigh: heavy and fad, 
There are not ſo many 

Young. men to he had 

As there have been. 
* 

Perhaps you ſuppoſe 

Fine furbelow'd clothes 
Will ſerve for a portion: 

But under the roſe, 

Re 


I ſlight you again: wi 


Tt 
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If truth may be ſpoke, 1 
"Tis but a mere joke, 
For love without money 
Will vaniſh like ſmoke, 
Let me tell ye. 
N IV. 
The country clown, 
When he comes to town, 
He values not miſs 
With her butterfly gown :-. 
I tell you it wont do, 
'There muſt be a few 
Bright glittering guineas, 
, A thouſand or two, 
Or he'll leave ye. 
OF. 
Young men are grown wiſe, 
A portion they prize, 
They are done with the charms 
Of your conquering eyes. 
A portion ! they cry, 
If love you would buy ; 
In order to purchaſe, 
You then mult bid high, 
Or live ſingle. 


| VE. 

Once batchelors, they 

Did ſigh, whine and pray ; 
But ſtill we're put off 

With a ſcornful delay. 
Down with your duſt, 
A portion there muſt ; 
Poor girls wou'd be glad 
To jump at a cruſt, 

Cov'd ye get it. 


a 


. I was a fanatical preacher, | 


(374) 
Merry Beggars. 


Firſt Beggar. 
Once was a poet at London, 
T kept my heart ſtill full of glee ; 
There's no man can ſay that I'm undone, 
For begging's no new trade to me. 
Tell deroll, &c. 
| Second Beggar. 


TI once was an attorney at law, 

And after a knight of the poſt ;_ 
Give mea brisk wench and clean firaw, 

And I value not who rules the roaſt. 
Toll deroll, &c. 
Third Beggar.. 

Make room for a ſoldier in buff, 

Who valiantly ſtrutted about, 
Till he fancy'd the peace breaking off. 

And then he moſt wiſely ſold out. 


Tell deroll, &c. OY 


Fourth Beggar. 

Here comes a courtier polite, Sir, 
Who flatter'd my lord to his face: 

Now railing is all his delight, Sir, 
Becauſe he miſs'd getting a place. 


Toll derall, &c. = 
Fifth Beggar. 


I fill am a merry gut- ſcraper, 
My heart never yet felt a qualm ; : 
'T ho' poor, I can frolick and vapour, 
And {ing any tune but a pſalm. 


| Toll deroll, &c. 


Sixth Beggar. 


I turn'd up my eyes when I pray d; 


But my hearers half-ſtarv'd their teacher, 


For they believ'd not one word that I ſaid, 
Tollideroll, &c. 


(975) 
Firſt Beggar. 
Whoe'er wou'd be merry and free, EE 
Let him lift, and from us he may learn; 
In palaces who ſhall you ſee 
Half ſo happy as we in a barn 4 
Tell deroll, &c. 
Cuo Rus of all. 
M hoe er wou'd be merry, &C. 


— — — OO ä 


To Signora Ov ZZONI. 
J. 
ITTLE Syrene of the ſtage, 
Charmer of an idle age, 
Empty warbler, breathing lyre, 
. gale of fond deſire. 
II. 
Bane of every manly art, 
Sweet enfeebler of the heart; 


Oh too pleaſing is thy ſtrain! 
Hence to ſouthern climes again: 


IIL. 
Tuneful miſchief, vocal ſpell, 
To this iſland bid farewell : 
Leave us as we ought to be, 
Leave the Britons __ and free. 


Os. | 


Alban? EE ES ER „ ya es any 
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HAPPINESS. 


Tune, To all you Ladies now at Land. 


I. 
Y deareſt maid, . ſince you defire 
To know what I wou'd wiſh, 


What ſtore of wealth I would require 
To gain true happineſs 3 

This faithful inventary take 

Or. all that life can eaſy make. 
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Here 


| Here happy only are the few _ 
Who with to live at home, 
Who never do extend their view 
Beyond their ſmall income. 
An income which ſhould ever be 
The fruit of honeſt —_— | 
IIT. 
A ſoul ſerene and free from fears, 
With no contentions vex'd, 
Nor yet with vain and anxious cares 
To be at all perplex'd. 
A body that's with health' endow'd, 
An open temper, yet hs = A 


A beart that's always circumſpect, 
Unknowing to deceive, 
Vet ever wiſely can reflect, 
Not eaſy to believe. 
As to my dreſs, let it be plain, 
Vet always neat without a ſtain. 
| V. 
A cleanly hearth and chearful fire 
To drive away the cold, 
A moderate glaſs one would require 
When merry tales are told : 
The company of an eaſy friend, 
My like in fortune and in mind. 
VI. 


Some ſhelfs of books of the right kind, 


For knowledge and delight, 
Not intricate, nor interlin'd. 
With narrow party ſpite : 
A garden fair, to paint me clear. 
Nature's gradations through the year, 
| — TIS 
To give true relith to delight, 
A chaſte and chearful wife, 
With ſweeteſt humour to unite. 
i; Oar hearts as long as life: 


( 376.) 
a 


Sound 


(377 ) 

Sound ſleep, whofe kind deluſive turn, 
Shall join the evening to the morn. 

„ "WILL. 
So would we live agreeably, 

And ever be content. 
To PaoviDeNce ay thankful be 

For all thoſe bleſſings tent, | 
O ſovereign power! but grant me this, 
No more I'll ask, no more I'll wiſh. 


— ä 
Smirky N AN. 


Tune, Nannio. i ü 


: } A 

H! woes me, poor W:lh cry'd, 
1 See how I'm waſted to a ſpan ? 
My heart I loft, when firſt I ſpy'd 

The charming, lovely milk-maid Naz, 
I'm grown ſo weak, a gentle breeze 

Of dusky Roger's winnowing fan 
Would blow me o'er yon beachy trees, 

And all for thee, my ſmirky Nan. 

II | 


The ale-wife miſſes me of late, 
 Tus'd to take a hearty can; 
But I can neither drink nor eat, 8 

Unleſs *tis brew'd and bak'd by Nan. 

The baker makes the belt of bread, 8 15 

The flower he takes, and leaves the ban: 
The bran is every other maid, _ _ 

Compar'd with thee, my ſmirky Nan. 

| III. 

But Dick of th' green, that naſty lown, 

Laſt Sunday to my miſtreſs ran, 

He ſnatch'd a kiſs : I knock' d him down, 

Which hugely pleas'd my ſmirky Naz. 1 
But harlæ! the roaring ſoger comes, 8 lf 
And rattles Tantara Taran, 
She leaves her cows for noiſy drums, | | 

Woes me, I've loſt my ſmirky Naa! Tarry 


( 378 ) 


Tarry Moo. 


I. : 
ARRY woo, tarry woo, 
Tarry woo is ill to ſpin, 
Card it well, card it well, 
Card it well e'er ye begin. 
When tis carded, row'd and ſpun, 
Then the- work is haflens done; 
But when woven, dreſt and clean, 
It may be cleading for a queen. 
II. 
Sing my bonny harmleſs ſhee 
That feed upon the mountains ſteep, 
Bleeting ſweetly as ye go 
Through the winter's froſt and ſnow. 
Hart and hynd, and fallow deer, 
No be haff ſae uſeful are; 
Frae kings to him that hads the plow 
Are all oblig'd to tarry woo. 


5 
Up ye ſhepherds, dance and skip, 
O'er the hills and valleys trip, 
Sing up the praiſe of tarry woo, 
Sing the flocks that bear it too; 
Harmleſs creatures without blame, 
That clead the back, and cram the wame, 
Keep us warm and hearty fou; 
Leeſe me on the tarry woo. 


IV. 

How happy is a ſhepherd's life ! 
Far frae courts, and free of ſtrife, 
While the gimmers bleet and bae, 
And the lambkins anfwer mae: 
No ſuch mufick to his ear, 
Of thief or fox he has no ſear ; 
Sturdy kent, and colly too, 

Well defend the tarry woo. 


He 


(379 ) 
V. 

He lives content and envies none, 
Not even a monarch on his throne, 
Tho” he the royal ſcepter ſways, 
Has not ſweeter holy days. 

Who'd be a king, can ony tell, 
When a ſhepherd ſings ſae well; 
Sings ſae well, and pays his due, 
With honeſt heart and tarry woo. 


e —_ FS 6. 8 
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On HENRIET A's Recovery. 
Tune, My deary, if thou die. 


J. 
F heaven, its bleſſings to augment, 
1 Call Henny to the skies, 
Hence from the earth flies all content, 
The moment that ſhe dies: 
For in this earth there is no fair. 
Can give ſuch joy to me; 
How great muſt then be my deſpair, 
My Henny, ann thou die. 
II. 
But now pale ſickneſs leaves her face, 
And now my charmer {miles ;- 
New beauty heightens ev'ry grace, 
And all my fear beguiles : 
The bounteous powers have heard the prayers. 
I daily made for thee, 
Like them be kind, and eaſe my cares, 
Elfe I myſelf muſt die. 


ll... 


Hopes of the Mill and buxome NELL. 


OUNG Roger of the mill, 


One morning very ſoon, 
Put on his beſt apparel, 


New hoſe and clouted ſhoon 3. 
And: 


( 380 ) 


And he a wooing came 

To bonny buxome Nell. 

Dear laſs, cries he, cou "oft fancy me, 
I like thee wond' rous well. 


II. 


My horſes J have dreſt, 

And gren them corn and hay, 

Put on my beſt apparel : 
And having come this way, 

Let's ſit and chat a while 
With thee, my bonny Nell, 

Dear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt fancy me, 
Tie like thy perſon well. 


Young Roger, you're miſtaken, 
The damſel then reply'd, 
J am not in ſuch a haſte 
To be a plowman's bride ; 
Know I then live in hopes 
To marry a farmer's ſon : 
If it be fo, ſays Hodge, Tl go ; 
__ Sweet miſtreſs, I nave done. 


IV. 

Your horſes you have dreſt, 

Good Hoage, I heard you ſay, 
Put on your ſt apparel ; 

And being come this way, 
Come fit and chat a while, 

O no nated, not I, 
PII neither wait, nor fit, nor prat, 


Pee other fiſp to fry. 


Go ul your farmer's ſon, 
With all my honeſt heart: 
What tho' my name be Roger, 
That goes at plow and cart? 
I need not tarry long, 
I ſoon may gain a wife; 


T here's buxome Joan, it is well n 


She * me as her life. | 


Pr 


LE ST” 


(it) 
| wn of 
Pray what of buxome Joan? 
Can't I pleaſe you as well ? F 
For ſhe has ne'er a penny, 
And I am buxo me Nell; 
And I have fifty ſhillings. 

The money made him ſmile : | 
Oh then, my dear, I'll draw a chair, 
And chat with thee a while. 

VII. 

Within the ſpace of half an hour 

This couple a bargain ſtruck, 
Hoping that with their money 
„They both wou'd have good luck. 
To your fifty I've forty, 

With which a cow we'll buy; 
We'll join our hands in wedlock bands, 

Then who but you and I ? 


Buttery May. 
I. 


N yonder town there wons a May, 
Snack and perfyte as can be ony, 
She is ſae jimp, ſae gamp, ſae gay, : 
Sae capernoytie, and ſae bonny : 
She has been woo'd and loo'd by mony, 
But ſhe was very ill to win ; | 
She wadna hae him except he were bonny : 
Tho' he were ne'er ſae noble a kin. 


II. 

Her bonnyneſs has been foreſeen 

In ilka town baith far and near, 
And when ſhe kirns her minny's kirn 

She rubs her face till it grows clear; 
But when her minny ſhe did perceive 
Sic great inlack amang the butter, 
Shame fa' that filthy face of thine, 

Tis criſh that gars your grunzie glitter. 

- | b There's 


6382) 
There's Dunkyfon, Davyſon, Robie Carniel, 


The Laſs with the petticoat dances right well, 


Sing Stidrum, Stouthrum, Suthrom, Stony, 
Ann ye dance ony mair, we'ſe tell meſs Johny. 
Sing, Oc. . | 


% 
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The wiſe Penitent. 
Suns by Mr. Gav. 
J. 
| APHNIS flood penſive in the ſhade, 
With arms acroſs, and head reclin'd ; 
Pale locks accus'd the cruel maid, * 
And fighs reliev'd his love- ſick mind: 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay, 


Looks, ſighs, and actions ſeem'd to ſay, 
| My Chloe is unkind. 


. 
Why ring the woods with warbling throats? 
Ve larks, ye linnets, ceaſe your ſtrains; 
I faintly hear in your ſoft notes 
My Ch/ze's voice, that wakes my pains. 
But why ſhould you your ſongs forbear ? 
Your mates delight your ſongs to hear, 
But CY lee mine diſdains. 
III. 
As thus he melancholy ſtood 
Dejetted, as the lonely dove, 
Sweet found broke gently thro' the wood. 
] feel a found my heart-ſtrings move : 
"T was not the nightingale that ſung; 
No, 'tis Chloe's ſweeter tongue: 
Hark ! hark ! what ſays my love ? 
IV. 
How ſimple is the nymph, ſhe cries, 
Who trifles with her lover's pain? 
Nature ſtill ſpeaks in womens eyes, 
Our artful lips are made to feign. 


Ol 


( 353 ) . 
Oh Daphnis ! Daphnis ! twas my pride, 
Twas not my heart thy love deny'd: 
Come back, dear youth, again. 
I V 


At t other day my hand he ſeiz d, 

My blood with trickling motion fiery, 
Sudden I put on looks diſpleas'd, 

And haſty from his hold withdrew : 
*Twas fear alone, thou {imple ſwain ; 
Then hadſt thou preſs'd my hand again, 

My heart had yielded too. 
5 Wits] © | 
Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 

That ſwell'd thy lip and roſy cheek ; 
Think not thy skill in ſong defam'd, 
Thy lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek. 
Much much thy muſick I approve, 

Yet break thy pipe, for more I love 2 
Much more to hear thee ſpeak. 
3 
My heart forbodes that I'm betray'd ; 

Daphnzs, I fear, is ever gone | 
Laſt night with Delia's dog he play'd ; 

Love by ſuch trifles firſt comes on. 
Now, now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 


My tongue would now my heart betray. 
Ah Chloe ! thou art won. 


VIII. 
The youth ſtept forth with haſty pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay; 
Shame ſudden lightned in her face, 
Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay: 
At laſt, in broken words, ſhe cry'd, 
To morrow you in vain had try'd, 
But I am loſt to-day, 


Old 


(3544) 
Old DaRrBy. 


An Advice to CuLoE. 


3 | 
E AR Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 
You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain; 
Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 
On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its dictates obey. 
{- . 
The love that from beauty is drawn, 
By kindneſs, you ought to improve ; 
Soft looks and gay ſmiles are the dawn, 
Fruition the {un-ſbine of love. 
And tho' the bright beams of your eyes 
Should be clouded that now are fo gay, 
And darkneſs abſcure all the skies, 
You ne'er can forget it was day. 


III. 
Old Darby, with Joan by his ſide, 
; You have often regarded with wonder. 
He's dropſical, ſne is dim-ey'd, 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder: 
Together they totter about, 
Or ſit in the ſun at the door; 
And at night when old Darby's pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoke a whit more. 


| IV. 
No beauty nor wit they poſleſs, 
Their ſeveral failings to cover : 
Then what are the charms can you pueſs, 
That make them fo fond of each other ? 
Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that youth did beſtow, 
The —_— of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The beit of our bleflings below. 


'Tho:c 


(385) 
V. 


ꝓhoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
No ſickneſs or time can remove: 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
B!uy reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe ; 
The current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decrepit old age cannot freeze. 


—— as 


— 


The modern Marriage Queſtion. 


. * 

APP the world in that bleſt age, 
11 When beauty was not bought and ſold, 
When the fair mind was uninflam'd 

With the mean thirlt of baneful gold. 
With the mean thirſt, &c. | 


II. 
Then the kind ſhepherd when he ſigh'd, 
The ſwain, whoſe dog was all his wealth, 
Was not by cruel parents forc'd 
To breathe the am'rous vow by ftealth, 
To breathe, &c. Ef 32s 


III. 
Now the firſt qusſtion fathers ask, 
When for their girls fond lovers ſue, 
Is, -M hat's the ſettlement you'll make ? 
You're poor! — he flings the door at jeu. 
tou're poor  &C. | 


* _ ** * ** 


— 
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The Country Wake. 
* 
LL. ſing you a dittay, and warrant it true, 
Give but attention unto me a while, 
Or tranſactions in court, and in country to, 
Toliome pleaſure, and pleayng tai! 
| 8 | 2 
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6386) 
Accept it, I pray, as your help-mates you take, 
To ſome *twill give joy, 
And ſome others annoy ; 
Alb's fair at a country wake. 
AlPs fair, &C. 5 
Many ladies at court are ſtil'd unpolite, 
Becauſe truly virtuous, and prone to no ill; 
Whilſt others who ſparkle in diamonds bright, 
Are ſtript of their pride at baſſet or quadrille, 
Till their loſſes at play do their lords credit ſhake : 
Then their toys to recover, 
They'll grant the laſt favour; 
Strange news at a country wake. 
Strange news, &c. 
HI. 
Here moſt of our gentlemen patriots are, 
Tho' very bad ſtateſmen, I freely confeſs, 
They deſign harm to none, but a fox or a hare, 
And are always found loyal in war and in peace. 
The farmer's induſtry does earth fertile make; 
The husbandman's plowing, 
His planting and ſowing, 
Gets health and good cheer at a country wake. 
Gets health, &c. 
IV. 
Our maids blooming fair, without waſhes and paints, 
From neighbouring villages hither reſort, 
They kiſs ſweet as roles, yet virtuous as ſaints; 
(Who can ſay more for the ladies at court?) 
No worldly cares vex them aſleep or awake, 
But their time they improve 
In peace and true love, : 
And innocent mirth at a country wake. 
Ard innocent, &C. 
„ 
The ſchemes of a courtier are full of intrigues: 
Here all's fair and open, dark deeds we deſpiſe, 
Set rural contentment "gainit courtly fatigue, | 
Who chuſss the former is happy and wile : 


Now 


(387) 


Now let's pray for the king, and, for Britain's ſake; 
From all factions free, 

May his ſubjects agree, T 

As well at the court as the country wake. | 

As well, &c. 


0 
—— 


Oaths in faſhion. 


UST OM prevailing ſo long *mongſt the great, 
( Make oaths eaſy potions to ſleep on; 
V nich many (on gaining good places) repeat, 
Without e'er defigning to keep one. 
For an oath's ſeldom kept, as a virgin's fair fame, 
A lover's fond vows, or a prelate's good name; 
A lawyer to truth, or a ſtateſman from blame, 
Or a PRE s heart i in a courtier. 


n 
_ 


* —_ wc — wad 
dS Eon — 


7 he AP 57 22 


* 
153 2 law when its faſtens its paw 
Om a poor man, it grips till he's undone; 
And wha: Tam doing may prove to my ruin, 
Tho' rich as the lord mayor of London. 


II. 
Therefore I'll be wary what meſſage I carry, 
Unleſs we firit make a zure bargain 3 
I will be 'dempniffied, thorowly ſatisfied, 
That ch'an ſhan't zuffer a varding, | 


88 th. 
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The Play of Love. 


Fir] AF, 
HE pl y of love is now begun, 
And thus the actions do go on; 
Strephon, enamour'd, courts the fair, 
She hears him with a careleſs air, 


And {miles to find him in fove's ſnare. 
8 2 | Second 


( 388 ) 
85 Second Act. 

The act tune play'd, they meet again, 
Here pity moves her for his pain, 
Which ſhe evades with ſome pretence, 
And thinks ſhe may with love diſpenſe, 

But pants to hear a man of ſenſe. 

| Third Act. 

The third approach her lover makes, 
She colouys up whene'er he ſpeaks ; 
But with feign'd flights the puts him by, 
And faintly cries, ſhe can't comply, 

Altho' ſhe gives her heart the ly. 

Fourth Act. 


Now the plot riſes, he ſeems ſhy, 
As if {ome other fair he'd try; 
At which ſhe ſwells with ſpleen and fear, 
Left ſome more wiſe his love ſhould ſhare, 
W hich yet no woman e'er can bear. 


Fifth At. 


The laſt act now is wrought ſo high, 
That thus it crowns the lover's joy; 
She does no more his paſſion ſhun, 

He ftrait into her arms does run: 
The curtain falls, the play is done. 


ew. ——— _ 


Fanny fair. 


N 
O Fanny fair could I impart 
1he cauſe of all my — ! 

1 nat beauty which has won my heart, 

She ſcarcely ſeems to know: | 
Unskill'd in th' art of womankind, 

Without defign ſhe charms ; 
How can thoſe iparkling eyes be blind, 

Which every boſom warms ? 


( 389 ) 
is ow 


She knows her power is all deceit, 
The conſcious bluſhes ſhows, 

Thoſe bluſhes to the eye more ſweet 
Than th' op'ning budding roſe : 

Yet the delicious fragrant roſe, 
That charms the ſenſe ſo much, 

Upon a thorny briar grows, 
And wounds with ev'ry touch. 

mr 

At firſt when I beheld the fair, 
With raptures I was bleſt; 

But as I would approach.more near, 
At once I loſt my reſt: 

Th' inchanting fight, the ſweet ſurprize, 
Prepare me for my doom ; | 
One cruel look from thoſe bright eyes 

Will lay mein my tomb, 


* _ r 


* 


The Bottle preferr' d. 


1 


RO UD woman, I ſcorn you, 
Brisk wine's my delight, | 
il drink all the day, 
And Ill revel all night. 


A 
As great as a monarch, 
The moments I paſs, 
The bottle's my globe, 
And my ſcepter's the glaſs. 


| III. 
The table's my throne, 
And the tavern's my court, 
The drawer's my ſubject, 
And drinking's my ſport. 
8 3 


1 — 


Here's 


( 390 ) 
IV. 
Here's the chief of all Joy, 


Here's a miſtreſs ne'er coy ; 
Dear cure of all ſorrows, 
And life of all bliſs : 
I'm a king when I hug you, 
But more when I kiſs. 


© EE 


| Tippling Joun. 


J. 


S tippling John was jogging on, 
Upon a riot night, 


With tottering pace, and fiery face, 
Suſpicious of high flight ; 

The guards, who took him by his look. 
For ſome chief fiery-brand, 

Ask'd, whence he came? what was his name? 
Who are you? Stand, friend, ſtand. 


II. 


I'm going home, from meeting come. 

Ay, fays one, that's the caſe; 

Some meeting he has burnt, you ſee 
The flame's ſtill in his face. 

John thought it time to purge his crime, 
And ſaid, My chief intent 

Was to aſſwage my thirſty rage, 
P th' meeting that I meant. 


III. 
Come, friend, be plain, you trifle in vain, 
Says one, pray let us know, 
That we may find how you're inclin'd 3 
Are you high church or low ? 
John ſaid to that, I'II tell you what, 
To end debates and. ſtrife, 
All I can ſay, this is the way. 
I ſteer my courſe of life. 


L ne'ez. 


( 391 ) 
| IV. 

I ne'er to Bow, nor Burgeſs go, 

To ſteeple, houſe nor hall, | 
The brisk bar-bell beſt ſuits my zeal 

With gentlemen d' ye call; 
Gueſs then, am I low church or high, 

From that tow'r, or no ſteeple. 
Whoſe merry toll exalts the ſoul, 

And muſt make high-flown people ? 


V. 
The guards came on, and look'd at 70% 
With countenance moſt pleaſant, 
By whiſper round they all ſoon found 
He was no damag'd peaſant. 
Thus while John ſtood the beſt he cou'd, 
Expecting their deciſion; 
Damn him, ſays one, let him begone, 
He's of our own religion. 


BELINDA. 


OS. 
T7 OULD fate to me Belinda give, 
With her alone I'd chuſe to live, 
Variety I'd ne'er require, 
Nor a greater, nor a greater, 
Nor a greater bliſs deſire. 


II. 

My charming nymph, if you can ſind 
Amongſt the race of human kind, 
A man that loves you more than I, 
Fl reſign you, Pll reſign you, 
I'll reſign you, tho' I die. 

Ec - 

Let my Belinda fill my arms, 
With all her beauty, all her charms ; 
With ſcorn and pity I'd look down 
On the glories, on the glories, | 
On the glories of a crown. 


S 4 | Beauty 


( 392) 
Beauty and Rigour. 


I. 
HE nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind, 
No lefs than a wonder by nature deſign'd 3 ? 
She's the grief of my heart, and the joy of my eye, 
And the cauſe of a flame that never can die. 
And the cauſe, &C. 
. 


Her mouth, from whence wit ſtill obligingly flows, 
Has the beautiful bluſh, and the ſmell of the roſe : 
Love and deſtiny both attend on her will ; 


She wounds with a look, with a frown ſhe can Kill. 
She wounds, &C. 
III. 


The deſperate lover can hope no redrels; 
Where Beauty and Rigour are both in exceſs ; 
In S:Fvia they meet, ſo unhappy am J, 


Who ſees her muſt love, who loves her muſt die. 
IFho fees * &c. 


— 


2 — 


The Rival. 
J. 


T7 all the torment, all the care, 
By which our lives are curſt, 
Ot all the ſorrows that we bear, 
A Rival is the worſt. 
By partners in another kind 
Afflictions eaſier grow, 
In love alone we hate to find 
Compaptons in our _— 
Silvia, for all the griefs you ſee 
Ariſing in my breaſt, _ 
J beg not that you'd pity me, 
Would you but flight the reft, 
Howe'er ſevere your rigours are, 
Alone with them Þ'd cope, 
J can endure my own deſpair, 
But not another's hope. Hunting 


— 


( 393 ) - 
Hunting Song going out. 
E 3 : 
FARK! away, 'tis the merry ton'd horn 
Calls the hunters all up with the morn ; 


To the hills and the woodlands they ſteer, 
To unharbour the out-lying deer. 


Chokus of Huntſmen. 
All the day long, 
Dis, His is our ſong, 
Still Ballooing, | NO ji 
Ant following 3 55 TE 


So frolick and free, 

Our joys know na bounds, 

While were after the hounds, 
No mortals on carth are fo jolly as wwe. 


: | Ef i 


Round the woods when we beat, how we glow, 
While the hills they all echo hillo ; 
With a bounce from his cover when he flies, 
Then our ſhoots they reſound to the skies. 
All the day, &c. 


. III. 
When we ſweep o'er the valleys, or climb: 
Up the heath-breathing mountain ſublime, 
What a joy from our labour we feel! 


Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
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© The Return from the Chace. 


HE ſweet roſy morn peeps over the hills, 
With bluſhes adorning the meadows and fields; 
Ine merry, merry, merry horn calls, Come, come away, 
Awake from your ſlumbers, and hal) the new day. 
Ide merry, &c. 
ww 7 The 


JH 


| 1 
The ſtag rouz'd before us, away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the chorus of hounds in full cry, 
Then follow, follow, follow the mufical chaſe, 
Where pleaſure and vigorous health yoαν embrace. 


Then follow, &c. 
Te III. | 
The day's ſport when over makes blood circle right, 
And gives the brisk lover freſſi charms for the night; 
Then let us, let us now enjoy all vie can while we may, 
Let love crown the night, as our ſports crown the day. 
Then let us, &c. | e 


The Girl that's blyth and gay. 
Tune, Black Jock. 
O all the girls in our town, 


Or black, or yellow, or fair, or brown, 
With their ſoſt.eyes, and faces ſo bright; 
Give me a girl that's blyth and gay, 
As warm as June, and as {ſweet as Mayr, 
With her heart free, and fai: hful as light. 
What lovely couple then cou'd be 
So happy and ſo bleſt as we 
On whom the ſweeteſt joys wou'd ſmile, 
And all the cares of life beguile, 
Entranc'd in bliſs each rapt'rous night. 


D 
— * * * — 


PT IE 


CVYVNTHIA's Perplexity, 


* 
YNTHI 4 frowns wheneer I woo her, 
L. Yet ſhe's vex'd if I give over, 
Much ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 
But much more to loſe her lover: 
Thus in doubting ſhe refuſes, 
And not winning thus ſhe loſes, 


Prithee, 


( 395 ) 
II 


Prithee, Cynthia, look behind you, 
Age and wrink'es will o'ertake you; 
Then, too late, defire will find you 
When the power muſt forſake you. 
Think upon the ſad condition 
To be paſt, yet wiſh fruition. 


Nought but Love. 
e 
H E ſun was ſunk beneath the hill, 
The weſtern clouds were lin'd with gold; 
The sky was clear, the winds were ſtill, | 
The flocks were pent within the fold ; 


When, from the ſilence of the grove, 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love 


II. 
Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe 
Fram the bare ock, or oozy beach; 
Who from each barren weed that grows 
Expects the grape, or bluſhing peach; 
With equal faith may hope to find 
The truth of love in woman kind. 


III. 
I have no herds, no fleecy care, 
No fields that wave with golden grain, 
No paſtures green, nor gardens fair, 
A maiden's venal heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my ſighs muſt prove, 
For I, alas! have nought but love. 


1 


How wretched is the faithful youth, 
Since womens hearts are bought and ſold? 
They ask not vows of ſacred truth, _ 
Whene'er they ſigh, they ſigh for gold. 
Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove, 
Bat I, alas! have nought = love; 


(596) 


To buy the gems of Inc s coaſt, | 
What wealth, what treaſure can ſuffice ? 
Not all their ſhine can ever boaſt 
The living luſtre of her eyes: 
For theſe the world too cheap would prove 3 ; 


But I, alas ! have nought but love. 


VI. 
O Silvia ! ſince nor gems, nor oar, 
Can with your brighter charms compare, 
Conſider that J offer more, 
More ſeldom found, a ſoul ſincere : 
Let riches meaner beauties move, 
Who pays thy worth, muſt pay in love. 


88 * —— * 1 —— . Yogg 
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Tell me, * Heart. 


I. 
HEN Delia on tt.e plain appears, 
Aw'q by a thouſand tender fears, 
J would approach, but dare not move: 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 
IE. 
Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can bear, 
No other wit but her's approve : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 
III. 
If ſhe ſome other ſwain com mend, 
Tho? 1 was once his fondeſt friend, 
That inſtant enemy I prove: 
a ell me, my heart, if this be love ? 
* | 
When ſhe is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas' d before, 
The clearef ſpring, or ſhady grove : 
Jell me, my heart, if this be love ? 


When 


(397) 
V. 
When arm'd with inſolent qiſdain, 
She ſeem'd to triumph in my pain; 
I ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove: 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


* i 
— 


—— 


CV Ip miſtaken, 


J. 


| S after noon, one ſummer's day, 
Venus ſtood bathing in a river, 


Cupid a ſhooting went that way, 

New ſtrung his bow, and fill'd his quiver : 
With skill he choſe his ſharpeſt dart, 

With all his might his bow he drew, 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart, 

The too well guided arrow flew. 


| II. 

I faint! I die ! the goddeſs cry'd : 

O cruel ! cou'dſt thou find none other 
To wreck thy ſpleen on? parricide, 

Like Nero, thou haſt ſlain thy mother ! 
Poor Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce cou'd ſpeak ; 
Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye: 
Alas ! how eaſy the miſtake, 5 

I took you for your likeneſs Chloe. 


. 
— 


. 


SILVIA fro ALEXIS, 


LE XI, how artleſs a lover ! 
How baſhful and filly you growW! 
In my eyes can you never diſcover 


I mean yes when I often ſay no ? 
mean, &C. 


When 


03980 
=: 
When you pine and you whine out your paſſion, 
And only intreat for a kiſs ; 
To be coy and deny is the faſhion, 


Ale x is ſhould raviſh the bliſs. 
Alexis Sould, &C. 


—_—_ ' 
In love, as in war, *tis but reaſon 
To make ſome defence for the town : 
To ſurrender without it were treaſon, 
Before that the outworks. were won. 
er that, &c. 
IV. 
If1 Gerke tis my bluſhes to cover, 
Tis for honour and modeſty's ſake; 
He is but a pitiful lover 


Who is foil'd by a ſingle attack. 
Who is, &c. 


V. 
But when we by force are o'erpower'd,. 
The beſt and the braveſt muſt yield ; 


Fam not to be won by a coward, 


Who hardly dares enter the field. 
Who hardly, &c. 


The ſerious Lover, 


I. 

FE LT E VE my ſighs, my tears, my dk 
| B Relieve the heart you've won, 
Believe my vows to you ſincere, 

Or, Jenny, I'm undone. 
You fay, Fm fickle, and apt to change 

At every face that's new : 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 

_ In&er lov'd one but you. 


1 037 0% 


My heart was like a lam "ar; "EE 
ill warm'd by your right eye; 

And then it kindled in a trice, _ 
A flame that ne'er can die. 

Then take and try we, you ſhall ind 
That I've a heart that's true; 

Of all the girls J ever ſaw, 

I ner lov'd one like you. 


9 


De grateful Admirer. 


ALSE tho' ſhe be to me and love, 
Pl ne'er purſue revenge; 
For ſtill the charmer I approve, 
"Tho! I deplore her change. 
In hours of bliſs we oft have met, 
They could not always laſt ; 
But tho? the preſent I regret, 
I'm grateful for the paſt. 
Ta grateful, Ke. 


— 
—̃ a 9 9 


Cura and SABINA. 
. 
HIRSTIS, a young and am' rous ſwain, 
Saw two, the beauties of the Plain, 
Who both his heart ſubdae : 
Gay Celia's eyes were daaling fair; 


Sabina's eaſy ſhape and air, 
With ſofter muſick drew. 


EY © 
He haunts the ſtream, he haunts the grove, 
Lives in a fond romance of love, 
And ſeems for each to die; 
Till each a little ſpiteful grown, 
Sabina Celia's ſhape ran down, 


And ſhe Sabina's eye. 


9 


Their 
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III. 
Their envy made the ſhepherd find 
Thoſe eyes that love could only blind; 
So ſet the lover free. | 
No more he haunts the grove or ſtream, 
Or, with a true love-knot or name, 
Engraves a wounded tree. 
IV. 
Ah Celia! ſly Sabina cry'd, | 
Tho' neither love, we're both deny'd, 
Let either fix the dart. 
Poor girl ! ſays Celia, ſay no more; 
That ſpite which broke his chains before, 
Would break the other's heart. 


— — 1 1 a 


1 


The fair Warning. 


OUNG Virgius love pleaſure, 
As Mijers do treaſure 3 
And both alike ftudy 
To heighten the meaſure ; 
Their hearts they will rifle 
For every new trifle, 
And when in their teens 
Fall in love for a ſong ; 
But ſoon as they marry, 
And find things miſcarry: « 
Oh ! how they ſigh 
That they were not more wary... 
Inſtead of ſoft wooing 
They run to their ruin, 
And all their lives after 
Drag ſorrow along. 


Pellicoat 


( 401 ) 
Petticoat wwoorng. 


| J. | : | 
E AR Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes, RF 
How can I ſpeak without pam ? 1 
My eyes have oft told you their wiſhes: | 
Why can't you the meaning explain? 


My paſſion wou'd looſe by expreſſion, 
And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then pray don't expect a conſeſſion 
Of what is too tender to name. 
III. 
Since yours is the province of ſpeaking, | 'Þ 
How can you expect it from me? F 
Our wiſhes ſhou'd be in our keeping, 9 
Till you tell us what they ſhou'd be. „ 
IV. | 1 
Then quickly why don't you diſcover? 
Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine, 
I need not tell over and over 
What J in my boſom confine. 


CoLin's Reply. 


| T. 
OOD madam, when ladies are willing, 
A man muſt needs look like a fool; 
For me I wou'd not give a ſhilling 
For one that does love without rule. 
II. 
At leaſt you ſhou'd wait for our offers, 
Not ſnatch like old maids in deſpair ;. 
Had you liv'd to theſe years without proffers, 
| Your ſighs were all ſpent in the air. 
A 
You ſhou'd leave us to gueſs by your bluſhing, 
And not tell the matter ſo plain; 
Tis ours to be writing and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a diſdain. 


(4022) 
IV. 
But you're in a terrible taking, 
By all the fond oglings I ſee; 
The fruit that can fall without ſhaking 
Indeed is too mellow for me. | 
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The Country Laſss Ambition, 


I 


IHA tho! they call me country laſs ? 
I read it plainly in my glaſs, 
That for a dutcheſs I might paſs : 

Oh! could J ſee the day 
Wou'd fortune but attend my call, 


At park, at play, at ring, and ball, 


Id brave the proudeſt of them all, 


With a ſtand-by, clear the way. 


II. 


Surrounded by a crowd of beaus, | 
With ſmart toupees, and powder'd clothes, 
At rivals TIl turn up my noſe ; 

Oh ! could I ſee the day ! 
TIl dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, 
Shall make ſome duke, or lord, my prize ; 
And then, oh! how Þ1l ty rannize, 

With a ſtand-by, clear the way. 


; | 


Oh! then for every new delight, 

For equipage, and diamonds bright, 
Quadrille, and balls, and plays, all night: 
Oh! could J ſee the hey ! | 

Of love and joy I'd take my fill, 

The tedious hours of life to kill, 

In every thing I'd have my will, 
With a ſtand-by, clear the way. 


* 


The 


The following Song 7s aid to be made. in 
Honour of our Sovereign Lady MAR Y 
| Deen of SCOTS, | | 


ho 
I 7 OU meaner beauties of the night, 
Who poorly ſatisfy our eyes, 
More by your number than your light, 
Ye are but officers of the skies; 
What are ye when the * doth riſe? 
. 
Vou violets that firſt appear, 
By your fine purple colour known, 
Taking poſſeſſion of the year, ; 
As if the ſpring were all your own ; 
What are ye when the — is blown? 
II. 
Vou charming birds that in the woods 
Do warble forth your lively lays, 
Making your paſſion underſtood . 
In ſofteſt notes; what is your praiſe, 
When Philomel her 8 28 raiſe? 
You glancing jewels of the eaſt, 
W hoſe eſtimation fancies raiſe, 
Pearls, rubies, ſapphires, and the reſt 
Of glittering gems ; what is your praiſe, 
When the bright diamond ſhews his rays? 
V. 
Bat ah! poor light, gem, voice and ſme], 
What are ye if my Mak x ſhine? 
Moon, diamond, flowers, and Ph:lomel, 
Light, luſtre, ſcent, and muſick tine, 
And yield to merit more divine. 
rs : | 
Thus when my miſtreſs you have ſeen 
In beauties of her face and mind, 
Firſt, by deſcent, ſhe is a Qeen; 
Judge then if the be not divine, 
And glory of all womankind.. - The 


3 - - — 
A 2 a” x — - 4 — SE. a 
Sui < hs 4 55 air WIE og m 4 — 
* 20. „ * „. = 7 2 + 
: 
” 


A Nn 0 9% wad 
223 —— — — y 


IF e 
* gets - — — 4/2”, 1 * 
r W — 9 W i ' \ - * 
3 — 1 s ” 2 . z R 4 OY” * i * nN. * 
” . 4 5 7 ee. ES b Yon fer 9 2 1 W of ne — 12 

4 2 r AR Ae 4 2 gs 1 : WA 6 _ 
2 * N n 3 — x fg * r * 4 % * = 5 4 
_ * > 5 22 FW. l f ; * * — X 2 <4 r — 


0 vw” 1 Ray 
Nh 3 — 


we BYE a — 
2 —̃ͤ ĩ˙ —— — 
— —— DRL EE 


1 4 IT 


——— — — 


K RE 
Ia T5 — x oo & - Pr 3 * Y 
m— — — 


( 404 ) 

The roſe and lilly, the hale ſpring, 
Unto her breath for ſweetneſs ſpeed 3 
The diamond darkens in the ring : 


When ſhe appears, the moon looks dead, 
As when Sol lifts his radiant head. 


— — 


There Gowans are gay, 


IL 5 
* E RE gowans are gay, my joy, 
There gowans are gay, 
Jhey gar me wake when I ſhou'd ſleep, 
The firit morning of May. 


II. 
About the fields as I did paſs, 
There gowans are gay, 
I chanc'd to meet a proper laſs, 
The firit morning of May. 
7 HI. 
Right buſy was that bonny maid, 
There gowans are gay, | 
I halſt her, ſyne to her I aid, 
The firſt morning of May: 


IV. 
O lady fair, what do ye here? 


There gowans are gay, 


Gathering the dew, what need ye ſpeir 3 
The firit morning of May. - 


The dew, quoth I, what enn that mean ? 
There gowans are gay; 

Quoth ſhe, to waſh my miſtreſs clean, 

The firſt morning of May. 

+ VI. 

I asked farder at her ſyne, 
'There gowans are gay, 

Gif to my will ſhe wad incline ? 
The firſt morning of May. 


Se 


a a 


( 495) 
VII. 

She (aid, her errand was not there, 
Where gowans are gay, 

Her maidenhood on me to ware, 
The firſt morning of May. 

” VIII. 

Then like an arrow frae a bow, 
There gowans are gay, 

She skift away out o'er the know, 
The firſt morning of May; 

1 

And left me in the garth my lane, 
There gowans are gay, 

And in my heart a twang of pain, 
The firſt morning of May. | 

X. 

The little birds they ſang full ſweet, 
There gowans are gay, 


Unto my comfort was right meet, 
The firſt morning of May. 


IX. 
And thereabout I paſt my time, 
There gowans are gay, 
Until it was the hour of prime, 
The firſt morning of May. 


XII. 
And then returned hame bedeen, 
There gowans are gay, 
Panſand what maiden that had been, 
The firſt morning of May. 
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Slighted Love ſair to bid. 


Had a heart, but now I heartleſs gae z 
| L had a mind, but daily was oppreſt; 
I had a friend that's now become my fae ;- _ 


I had a will that now has freedom lol 
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{ 46) 
What have I now ? 
Naithing I trow, 
But grief where I had joy : 
What am I than ? 
A heartleſs man: 
Could love me thus deſtroy ! 
T love, I ſerve ane whom J much regard, 
Yet for my love diſdain is my reward. _ 


II. 


Where ſhall J gang to hide my weary face ? 
Where ſhall I find a place for my defence? 
Where my true love remains the fitteſt place, 
Of all the earth that is my confidence. 
She is my heart 
Till I depart : 
Let her do what ſhe liſt, 
I cannot mend, 
But ſtill depend, 
And daily to inſiſt, 
To purchaſe love, if love my love deſerve 3 
If not for love, let love my body ſtarve. 


III. 


O lady fair! whom I do honour moſt, 
Your name and fame within my breaſt I have; 
Let not my love and labour thus be loſt, 
But full in mind I pray thee to engrave, 
That I am true, 
And fall not rue 
Ane word that I have ſaid: 
I am your man, 
Do what you can, 
When all theſe plays are plaid. 
Then fave your ſhip unbroken on the ſand, 
Since man and goods are alt at your command. 


(47) 
The Invitation, 


| T. 
FNOME, love, let's walk by yonder ſpring, 
| Where we may hear the b ack- bird ſing, 
The robin-red- breaſt and the thruſh, 
And nightingale in thorny buſh, 
The mavis ſweetly carroling ; 
This to my love, this to my love, 

Content will bring. 


| II. | 
See where the nymph, with all her train, 
Comes skipping through the park amain, 
And in this grove ſhe means to ſtay, | 
At barley-breaks to ſport and play; 
Where we may ſit us down, and ſee 
Fair beauty mixt, fair beauty mixt 
With chaſtity. 
. 
In yonder dale are fineſt flowers, 
With mony pleaſant ſhady bowers, 
A purling brook, whoſe ſilver ſtreams 
Are beautified with Phebus*' beams; 
Which ſteal out- thro' the trees for fear, 
Becauſe Diana, becauſe Diana 
Bathes her there. 


IV. 
All her delight is as ye ſee, 
Thus way to ſport, and here to be 
Delyting in this calour ſpring, 
Only to bathe herſelf therein, 
Until Adteon her eſpy'd ; 
Then to the thicket, then to the thicket 
Did ſhe glyde. 


And there by magick art ſhe wrought, 
And in her heart ſhe thus bethought 
With ſecret ſpeed away to flee, 

And he a hart was turn'd to be; 


Becauſe 
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Becauſe he follow'd Diana's train, 
His life he loſt, his life he loſt, 
Her love to gain. 


— b 


| Caf —_ Care, 


ARE away gae * frae me, 
For Jam no fit match for thee, | 
'T hou bereaves me of my wits, | 
Wherefore I hate thy frantick fits : 
Therefore I will care no moir, 
Since that in cares comes no reſtoir ; 
But I will ſing hey down a dee, 
And caſt doilt care away frae me. 
* 
If I want, I care to get, 
The moir I have, the moir I fret ; 
Love I much, I care for moir, 
The moir I have I think I'm poor : 
Thus grief and care my mind oppreſs, 
Nor wealth or wae gives no redreſs; 
Therefore I'Il care no moir in vain, 
Since care has colt me meikle pain. 
III. 
Is not this world a ſliddry ball? 
And thinks men ſtrange to catch a fall ? 
Does not the ſea baith ebb and flow? 
And fortune's hut a painted ſhow. 
Why ſhou'd men take care or grief, 
Since that by theſe comes no relief? 
Some careful {ſaw what careleſs reap, 
And waſters ware what niggarts ſcrape. 
IV 


Well then, ay learn to knaw thy ſelf, 
And care not for this warldly pelf : 
Whether thy ſtate be gre:.t or ſmall, 
Give thanks to Gop whate'er befall, 
Sae fall thou than ay live at eaſe, 

No ſudden grief thall thee diſpleaſe ; 'S 
Then mayſt thou ſing, hey down a dee, 
When thou haſt caſt all care frac thee, 


a” 2 
The faireſt of. ber Days. | 


HOF'ER beholds my Helen's face, 
And ſays not that good hap has ſhe; 
Who hears her ſpeak, and tents her grace, 
Sall think nane ever ſpake but ſhe. 
The ſhort way to reſound her praiſe, 
She is the faireſt of her * 


ho knows her wit, and not admires, 
He maun be deem'd devoid of skill: 
er virtues kindle ſtrong deſires 

In them that think upon her Kill. 


ſhort way, &C. 
| . 


Her red is like unto the rofſe 
Whaſe buds are opening to the ſun, 

Her comely colours do diſcloſe 

The firſt degree of ripeneſs won. 

The /hort way, &c. Fu 


And with the red is mixt the whyte, 
Like to the ſun or fair moon ſhine : 
That does upon clear waters-light, if 
And makes the colour ſeem divine. | 5 

The fhort way to refound her praiſe, ; 
She is the faireſt of her dus. 


N. B. The fix foregoing Songs I took out of a very 
old MSS. Collection, wrote by a Gentleman in 
Aberdeen. Yn 
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Lord Henry and KATHARINE, 


N ancient times, in Brizain's iſle, 
Lord Henry well was known, 
Nor knight in all the land more fam'd, 


Or more deferv'd * 3 


( 420) 
His thoughts on honour always run, 
He ne'er cou d bow to love, 


No nymph in all the land had charms 
His frozen heart to move. 


H. 


Amongſt the nymphs where Katharine came, 
The faireſt face ſhe ſhows, 


She was as bright as morning ſun, 
And ſweeter than the roſe : 

Although ſhe was of mean degree, 
She daily conqueſts gains ; 

For ne'er a youth who her beheld, 
Eſcap'd her powerful chains. 


III. 
But ſoon her eyes their luſtre loſt, 
Her cheek grew pale and wan, 
A pining ſeiz d her lovely form, 
And cures were all in vain: 
The ſickneſs was to all unknown 
That did the fair one waſte, 
Her time in ſighs and floods of tears, 
And broken ſlumbers paſt. 
IV. 
Once in a dream ſhe cry'd aloud, 
Oh Henry, I'm undone ! 
Oh cruel fate ! oh wretched maid ! 
Thy love muſt ne'er be known ! 
Such 1s the fate of womankind, 
They muſt the truth conceal], 
TI die ten thouſand thouſand deaths, 
Ere 1 my love reveal. 
V; 
A gender friend that ,watch'd the fair, 
To Henry hey'd away, 
My lord, ſays ſhe, we've found the cauſe 
Of Katharint's quick decay, 


She in a dream the ſecret told, 


Till now no mortal knew: 
Alas! ſhe now. expiring lies, 
And dies for love of you! 


( 411 ) 
VE. 
The gen'rous Henry's ſoul was touch'd, 
His heart began to flame, 
Ah, poor unhappy maid ! he cry'd, 
Yet I am not to blame. 
Ah Kath'rine ! too too modeſt maid, 
Thy love I never knew; 
II eafe your pain: and ſwift as wind 
To her bed-ſide he flew. 
| VII. 
Awake ! awake ! he fondly cry'd, 
Awake! awake ! my dear; 
If I had only gueſs'd your love, 
You ne'er had ſhed a tear: 
Tis Henry calls, complain no more, 
Renew thy wonted charms 3 
I come to fave thee from deſpair, 
And take thee to my arms. 
TEL 
Theſe words reviv'd the dying ſair, 
' She rais'd her drooping head, 
And gazing on the long-lov'd youtn, 
She ſtarted from the bed, 

Around his neck her arms ſhe flung, 
In extaſy, and cried, 
Will you be kind ? Will you indeed ? 

My love]! —and ſo ſhe died. 


— 


. — — —ĩ—æä —ñm.ßß 
The Milking-Pail. 
1. | 
E nymphs and Sifvian gods, 

'That love green fields and woods, 
When ſpring newly born herſelf does adorn 
With flowers and blooming buds : 

Come ling in the praiſe, while flocks do graze 
3 On yonder pleaſant vale, 
Of thoſe that choſe to milk their ews, 
And in cold dews with clouted ſhoes, 
To carry the —— 
4 ef 


Von 
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II 


You goddeſs of the morn, 
With bluſhes you adorn, 


And take the freſh air, whilſt linets prepare 


A conſort on each green thorn : 
The black-bird and thruſh, on every buſh, 

And the charming nightingale, 
In merry vein, their throats do ſtrain, 
To-entertain the jolly train 

Of thoſe of the milking-pail. 


III. 
When cold bleak winds do rore, 
And flowers will ſpring no more, 

The fields that were ſeen ſo pleaſant and green, 
With winter's all candid o' er. 

See how the town laſs looks with her white face, 
And her lips ſo deadly pale? 

But it is not ſo with thoſe that go 

'Thro? froſt and ſnow, with cheeks that glow, 
And carry the milking-pail. 

IV. 

'The miſs of courtly mold, 
Adorn'd with pearl and gold, 

With waſhes and paint her skin does ſo taint, 
She's wither'd before ſhe's old : 

W hile ſhe of commode puts on a cart-load, 
And with cuſhions plumps her tail. 

What joys are found in ruſhy ground, 

Young, plump and round, nay ſweet and ſound, 
Of thoſe of the milking-pail. | 


You girls of Venus game, 
That venture health and fame, 
In practiſing feats, with cold and heats, 
Make lovers grow blind and lame: 
If men were ſo wiſe to value the prize 
Of the wares moſt fit for the ſale, 
What ſtore of beaux would daub their clothes, 
To fave a noſe, by following of thoſe 


Who carry the milking-pail ? 


( 413 ) 


VI. 


The country lad is free 
From fears and jealouſie, 
Whilſt upon the green he is often ſeen 
With his laſs upon his knee; 
With kiſſes moſt ſweet he doth her ſo treat, 
And ſwears ſhe'll never grow ſtale ; 
But the London laſs, in every place, 
With brazen face deſpiſes the grace 
Of thoſe of the milking-pail. 


_—_—_— _ —_— 


. dt 


PHIIIL IS dsp not. 


1 


Þ HILL 1S deſpiſe not your faithful lover, 
Play not the tyrant, becauſe you are fair; 
Beauty will fade, my charming maid, 
Juſt as the lilly. My beautiful PSI. $ 
Ceaſe to prove coy, {mile on the boy, 
Grant him the bleſſing he longs to enjoy. 


| =: = 
Crowns are but trifles, compar'd with my Philly: 
Who can behold her, and not be enſlav'd? 
Angel divine ! wert thou but mine ; 
Pity my ſtory, I laugh at all glory, 
Here I proteit on thy dear breaſt, 
With thee ina cottage I'd think myſelf bleſt. 


8 ** — E hn: 
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Drink while ye can. 


3 T'S drink, my friends, while here we live, 
The fleeting moments as they paſs | 
This ſilent admonition give, 
T' improve our time, and puſh the glaſs, 5 
TS —- When 


( 414 ) 
. 
When once we've entred CHaron's boat, 
Farewell to drinking, joys divine, 
There's not a drop to weet our throat, 
The grave's a cellar void of wine. 


— 


Meddlers out of Seaſon. 


1. 
OM E, lads, ne'er plague your heads 
With what is done in Spain, 
But leave to them 
Who are ſupreme, 
To ſettle peace again: 
Debating, prating, jumbling, grumbling, 
Pays no nation's debt ; 
Tis time mutt clear it, 
Juſt like claret, 
When it is on the fret. 


3 
Each one ſhould mind his own, 
Nct buſineſs of the ſtate: 
This all we get, 
By meddling yet, 
More troubles to create, 


Oar wrangling, jangling, clam'ring, hamm' ring, 


But diſturb the town; 
Such men of mettle, 
In a kettle, 
Make two holes for one. 
| III. 
If you the dangers knew 
Of thoſe that wear a crown, 
You'd ſcarce envy 
A ſtate ſo high, 
But wiſely uſe your own: 
Unſteady, giddy, buſy, dizzy, 
With the dazling height ; 


(415) 
Vet daily ſtooping, 


Almoſt drooping 
Underneath the weight. 


5 BE. 
Low ſwains that range the plains, 
Their native freedom keep, 
Who yet command, 


With crook in hand, 
Their faithful dog and ſheep : 


Their leiſure, pleaſure, ſporting, courting, 


None but time deeetve 
Whilſt Amatyllis, 
Jug and Phillis, 

Flow ry garlands weave. 


Car amy ooo 2 8 * . ——_— » 


Complaint an Scorn, 


55 I. 
HY will Florella, when I gaze, 
My raviſlyd eyes reprove, 
And chide them from the only face 
[ can behold with love? 
To ſhun your ſcorn, and eaſe my care, 
ſeek a nymph more kind: 
And as I range from fair to fair, 
Still gentle uſage find. 


II. 

But O! how faint is ev'ry joy, 
Where nature has no part; 

New beauties may my eyes employ, 
But you engage my heart. 

So reſtleſs exiles, as they roam, 
Meet pity ev'ry where; 

* languiſh for their native home, 

ny death attends them there. 


T 4 


Love 


(416) 
Tove or Wine, 


* 
F Pbłillis denies me relief, 
If ſhe's angry, III ſeek it in wine; 
ITho' ſhe laughs at my amorous grief, 
At my mirth why ſhou'd ſhe repine ? 
At my mirth, &c. . 
| IT. 
The ſparkling Champaign ſhall remove 
All the cares my dull grief has in tore + 
My reaſon I loſt when I lov'd, 
And by drinking what can I do more? 
And by drinking, &c. 
| III. 
Wou'd Phillis but pity my pain, 
Or my am'rous vows wou'd approve, 
The juice of the grape I'd diſdain, 
And be drunk with nothing but love. 
And be drunk, &c. © 


Tieenty one favourite So N Gs, in the 
BEOGGAR's OPERA. 


8 ON 1. 
Tune, An old Woman chathed in Grey, &c. 


HROUGH all the employments of life, 
Each neighbour abuſes his brother : 
Whore and rogue they call hus band and wife, 
All profeſſions be-rogue one another; 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer be-knaves the divine; 
And the ftateſman, becauſe he's fo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 


SONG 
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SONG IE 
Tune, The bonny grey ey'd morn, &c. 
„AIs woman that ſeduces all mankind, 


By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts: 


Her very eyes can cheat, when moſt ſhe's kind,, 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts: 

For her, like wolves by night, we roam for prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms ; 

For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 
And beauty muit be fee'd into our arms. 
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| SONG II. 
Tune, hy is your faithful' lave diſdain a? &. 


F love the virgin's heart invade, 
How, like a moth, the ſimple maid 
Still plays about the flame 
If foon ſhe be not made a wife, 
Her honours ſign'd, and then for life 
She's — what I dare not name. | . 


= 3 
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Tune, Of all the ſimple Things wwe do, &c. 


Maid is like the golden oar, 
Which hath guineas intrinſical in't, 
W hoſe worth is never known, before 
It is try'd, and impreſt m the mint. 
A wife's like a guinea in gold, 
Stampt with the name of her ſpouſe; _ 
Now here, now there; is bought, or is fold; 
And is current in every houſe. 
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( 419 ) 
SUNG N. 


Tune, What fall ] do to ſhow how much I love her, &c; 


IRGINS are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 


Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 


And gaudy butterflies frolick around, 

But when once pluck d, tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent Garden "tis ſent, (as yet ſweet) 
There fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 
Rots, fliaks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 


Sa — As. tt y_ 
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T0 SONG VI. 
Tune, Oh London 7s a fine Town. 
Ur Polly is a ſad ſlut ! nor heeds what we taught her, 

I wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter! 


For ſhe muſt have both hoods and gowns, 
And hoops to {well her pride, 


> We - _— * _ __ 


With ſcarfs and ſtays, and gloves and lace ;. 


And ſhe will have men beſide ; 
And when ſhe's dreſt with care and coſt, 
All tempting fine and-gay, 
As men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, _ 
She flings herſelf away. 
Qur Paliy is a ſad flat, Qc. 


— 
— * n 
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SONG V. 


Tune, Grim King of the Ghoſts, &c. 
AN love be controul'd by. advice? 
Will Capid our mothers obey? 
Though my heart were as frozen as ice, 
At his flame *twould have melted away, 
When he kiſt me ſo cloſely he preſt, 
'was ſo fweet that J muſt have comply'd : 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt, 
To marry for fear you ſhou'd chide, 


SONG 


e, 
S VHE- 


Tune, 4 Soldier and a Sailor. 


Fox may ſteal your hens, fir, 
A: whore your health and PENCE, firs 

Your daughter rob your cheſt, fir, 
Your wife may ſteal your reſt, ſir, 

A thief your goods and plate. 
Bat this is all but picking, 
With reſt, pence, cheſt, and chicken 3 
It ever was decreed, fir, | 
If lawyer's hand is fee'd, fir, 

He ſteals your whole eſtate. 


r 


SON Go. IX. 
Tune, Over the hills and far away. 


E RE I laid on Greenland's coalt;— | | 
And in my arms embrac'd my laſs ; 

Warm amidſt eternal froſt, 

Too ſoon the half year's nights would pals. 

Were I fold on Indian ſoil, 

Soon as the burning day was clos d, 

could mock the ſultry toil, 

When on my charmer's breaſt repos'd. 

And I would love you all the day. 

Every night would kiſs and play. 

if with me you'd fondly ſtray. 

Over the hills and far away. 


SONG Xx. | , ö 
Tune, O the broom, &c. | 
HE miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, . = 
Which he's oblig'd to pay, 1 
With ſighs reſigns it by degrees, 
And fears 'tis gone for aye. 
The boy, thus, when his ſparrow's flowirz- 
The bird in ſilence eyes; 
But ſoon as out of fight ' tis gone, 
Whines, whimpers,. jobs, and cries, | 
T 6 SONG 


(4%) 
SONG XI. 
Tune, Cotillon. 


OUTH's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
While we may 
Beauty's a flower deſpis'd in decay, 
Youth's the ſeaſon; &c. 8 
Lets us drink and ſport to day, 
OQurs is not to morrow, 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and ſing, 
Time's on the wing, | 
Life never knows the return of ſpring. 
Chorus. Let us drink, c. 


— — — — 


SONG XII. 
Tune, When once I lay with another Man's Wife. 


— 


HE gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike, 
If the meddle, your all is in danger ; 
Like gypſies, if once they can finger a ſouſe, 
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your houſe, 
And give your eſtate to a ſtranger. 


— * 
* 


8 ON G XIII. 

Tune, Courtiers, Courtiers, think it no harm, &c. 
| AN may eſcape from rope or gun, 

Nay, ſome have ouj-liv'd the doctor's pill; 

Who takes a woman muſt be undone, 

That baſilisk is ſure to kill. 
The fly that ſips treacle is loſt in the ſweets, 
So he that taſtes woman, woman, woman, | 


He that taſtes woman, ruin meets. 
SONG 


et 


( 421 ) 
SONG XIV. 
Tune,. The Sun had loos d his weary Teams, & e. 


HE. firſt time at the looking glaſs 
The mother ſets her daughter, 
The image ftrikes the ſmiling laſs, 
With ſelf- love ever after. 
Each time ſhe looks, ſhe, fonder grown, 
— Thinks ev'ry charm grows ſtronger :. 
But alas, vain maid, all eyes but your own, 
Can ſee you are not younger. 


Me 


ww 


SONG XV. 
Tune, How happy are we, &c. 


HE N you cenſure the age, 
Be cautious and: ſage, 
Leſt the courtiers offended ſhould be : 
If you mention vice or bribe, 
*Tis pat to all the tribe, 
Each cries that was levell'd at me. 


ht 


SONG XVI. 
Tune, London Ladies. 


F you at an office ſollicite your due, 

1 And would not have matters neglected; 

You muſt quicken the clerk with the perquiſite too, 
To what his duty directed. | 

Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable failing, 

The perquiſite ſoftens her into conſent ; 

That reaſon with all is prevailing. 


r 


SONG XVII. 
Tune, Packinton's Pound. 


H US gameſters united in friendſhip are found, 
Tho' they know that their induſtry all is a cheat, 
They flock to their prey at the dice-box's ſound, 
And join to promote one another's deceit ; 


(422) 
But if by miſhap,. 
They fail of a chap, 
To keep in their hands, they each other entrap: 
Like pikes lank with hunger, who miſs of their ends, 
They bite their . and prey on their friends. 


W 


8 0 N G XVIII. 
Tune, Lillibullero. 


HE modes of the court ſo common are grown, 
'T hat a true friend can hardly be met; 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 
en they let out for what they can get. 
Tis true you find, 
Some friends ſo kind, | 
Who will give you good counſel themſelves to defend, 
In ſorrowful ditty, 
They premiſe, they pity, 
But miſt you for money, from friend to friend. 


PCI 


SONG XIX. 
Tune, Down in the North Country, & &c. 
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HAT gudgeons are we men! 
Ev'ry woman's eaſy prey, 

Though we have felt the hook, agen 
Me bite and they betray. 
The bird that hath. been trapt, 

When he hears his calling mate, 
To her he flies, again he's clapt 

Within the wiry grate. 


1 SONG XX. 
Tune, A Cobler there was, &c. 


UR ſelves, like the great, to ſecure a retreat, 
When matters require it, muit give up our gang: 
And good reaſon Why, 
Or, inſtead of the fry, 
Ev'n Peachum and I 


Like poor petty raſcals, might hang, hang ; 
Like poor petty raſcals, wide bang, SONG: 


( 423 ) 
SONG 
Tune, Green Sleeves. 


Sg N CE laws were made for ev'ry degree, 
I To curb vice in others, as well as me, 
I wonder we han't better company, 
Upon Tyburn tree ! 
But gold from law can take out the ſting ; 
And if rich men like us were to ſwing, 


'Twould thin the land, ſuch numbers to ſtring | 


Upon Tyburn tree 


ANDRO and his cutty Gun, 


; 
LYTH, blyth, blyth was ſhe,. 
| Blyth was ſhe butt and ben; 
And well the loo'd a Hawzct gill, 
And leugh to ſee a tappit hen. 
She took me in, and ſet me down, 
And heght to keep me lawing- free; 
But, cunning carling that ſhe was, 
She gart me birle my bawbie. 


i. 
We loo'd the liquor well enough; 

But waes my. heart my caſh was done, 
Before that I had quench'd my drowth, 
And laith I was to pawn my ſhoon. 
When we had three times toom'd our ſtoup, 

And the nieſt chappin new begun, 

In ſtarted, to heeze up our hope, 
Young Andro with his cutty gun. 
| 1 | 
The carling brought her kebbuck ben, 


With girdle-cakes well toaſted brown, 
Well does the canny kimmer ken, 


They gar the ſcuds gae glibber down. 
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We ca'd the bicker aft about: 
Till dawning we ne'er jee'd our bun 
And ay the cleaneſt drinker out 
Was Andro with his cutty gun. 


5 IV. 
He did like ony mavis ſing, 
And as I in his oxter ſat, 
He ca'd me ay his bonny thing, 
And mony a ſappy kiſs I gat, 
I hae been eaſt, I hae been weſt, 
I hae been far ayont the ſun ;. 
But the blytheſt lad that e'er I ſaw, 
Was Andro with his cutty gun. 


Sailors Song. 


OW happy are we, 
Now the wind is abaft; 

And the boſſon he pipes, 

Hawl both our ſheets aft. 
Steady, ſteady, ſays the maſter, 

It blows a freſh gale ; 
We'll ſoon reach our port, boys, 

If the wind does not fail. 
Then drink about Tom, 

Altho' the ſhip roll; 
Then drink about Tom, 

Altho' the ſhip roll: 
Well fave our rich liquor, 
Nell fave, &c. 

By ſlinging our bowl. 


A hundred Years hence. 


Sg? us drink and be merry,dance, joke and rejoice, 
With claret, canary, thearboe and voice ; 
The changeable world to our joys is unjuſt, 


And all pleaſure's ended when we are in duſt, 


— — 


In 
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In mirth let us ſpend our ſpare hours and our pence, 
For weſhall be paſt it a hundred years hence. 
| II. 

The butterffy courtier, that nt of ſtate, 
That mouſe-trap of honour, and may-game of fate ; 
For all his ambition, his freaks and his tricks, 
He muſt die like a bumpkin, and fall into ſtyx: 
His plot againſt death's but a ſlender pretence, 
Who'd take his place from him a hundred years hence! 


III. 

T he beautiful bride, who with garlands is-crown'd, 
And kills with each glance as ſhe treads on the ground; 
Her glittering dreſs does caſt ſuch a ſplendor, 

As if none were fit but the ſtars to attend her ; 
Altho' ſhe is pleaſant, and ſweet to the ſenſe, 
She'll be damnable mouldy a hundred years hence. 


IV. 
The right-hearted ſoldier, who's a ſtranger to fear, 
Calls up all his ſpirits when danger is near; 
He labours and fights, great honour to gain, 
And hardily thinks it will ever remain; 
But virtue and courage prove in vain a pretence, 
'To flouriſh his ſtandard a hundred years hence. 


V. 
The merchant who ventures his all on the main, 
Not doubting to graſp what the indies contain, 
He buzzes and buſtles like a bee in the ſpring, 
Yet knows not what harveſt the autumn will bring; 
Tho'fortune's great queen ſhould load him with pence, 
He'l ne'er reach the market a hundred years hence. 


VL 


The rich bawling lawyer, who, by fools wrangling 


ſtrife, | 
Can ſpin out a ſuit to the end of aliſe; 
A ſuit which the client does wear out in ſlavery, 


Whilſt the pleader makes conſcience a cloak for his 


\".. Rnavery3 —- 
Tho' he boaſts of his cunning, and brags of his ſenſe, 
He'll be on eſt inventus a hundred years hence. 


The 


84> K 
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E bes VII. ; 

The pluſh-coated quack, who, his fees to enlarge, 
Kills people by licence, and at their own charge; 
He builds up fair ſtructures with ill-gotten wealth, 
By the dregs of a piſs-pot, and ruins of health: 
By the treaſures of health he pretends to diſpenſe, 
He'll be turn'd into mummy a hundred years hence, 


VIII. 


The meagre-chopp'd uſurer, who in hundreds gets 
| twenty, 1 
But ſtarves in his wealth, and pines in his plenty; 
Lays up for a ſeaſon he never will ſee, 
The year of one thouſand eight hundred and three: 
He muſt change all his houſes, his lands and his rents, 
For a worm-eaten coffin a hundred years hence. 


IX. 


The learned divine, with all his pretenſions 
To knowledge ſuperior, and heavenly manſions; 
Who lives by the tithe of other folks labour, | 
Yet expects that his bleſſing be receiv'd as a favour : 
Tho? he talks of the ſpirit, and bewilders our ſenſe, 
Knows not what will come of him a hundred years 
hence. | | 
X 


The poet himſelf, who ſo loftily ſings, 
And ſcorns any ſubject but heroes or kings, 
Muſt to the capricio of fortune ſubmit ; 
Which will make a fool of him in ſpite of his wit. 
Thus health, wealth and beauty, wit, learning and 
ſenſe „ 
Muſt all come to nothing a hundred years hence. 


XI. 


Why ſhould we turmoil then in cares and in fears, 

Buy converting our joys into ſighs and{to tears ? 

Since pleaſures abound, let us ever be taſting, 

And to drive away ſorrow while vigour is laſting ; 

We'll kiſs the brisk damſels, that we may from thence 

Have brats to ſucceed us a hundred years hence. > 
le 
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XII. 


The true-hearted maſon, who acts on the ſquare, 


And lives within compaſs by rules that are fair; 


Whilſt honour and conſcience approve all his deeds, 


As virtue and prudence directs he proceeds, 
With friendſhip and love, diſcretion and ſenſe, 


Leaves a pattern. for brothers a hundred years hence. 


— 


Jouny FAA, the Gyhle Laddie. 


HE gy pſies came to our good lord's gate, 
And wow but they ſang ſweetly ; - 
They ſang ſae ſweet, and ſae very compleat, 
That down. came the fair lady. | 
I 
And ſhe came tripping down the ſtair, 
And a* her maids before her.; 
As ſoon as they ſaw her well-far'd face, 
They cooſt the . her. 
I. | 
Gae tak frae me this gay mantile, 
And bring to me a plaidie, 
For if kith and kin and a' had ſworn, 
PI! follow the gypſie laddie. 
ä 


Veſtreen J lay in a well-made bed. 
And my good lord beſide me; 
This night Pl ly in a tenant's barn, 

Whatever ſhall betide me. 

: V. 
Come to your bed, ſays Fohny Faa, 
Oh come to your bed, my deary; 


For I vow and I ſwear by the hilt of my ſword, 


That your lord ſhall nae mair come near ye. 
VI. 
I'll go to bed to my Johny Faa, 
And I'll go to bed to my deary ;. 
For I vow and ſwear by what palt yeſtreen, 
hat my lord ſhall nae mair come near me. 


— 


Flt 
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IL; 
Til mak a hap to my Johny Faa, 
And I'll mak a hap to my deary, 
And he's get a' the coat gaes round, 
And my lord ſhall nae mair come near me. 
VIII. 
Fe when our lord came hame at een, 
And ſpeir'd for his fair lady, 
The tane fhe cry'd, and the other rep! yd, 
She's 5 away with the gypſie laddie. 


EL 
Gae ſaddle to me the black black ſteed, 
Gae ſaddle and make him ready ; 
Before that J either eat or ſleep 
Fl gae ſeek my fair lady, 


X. 


And we were fifteen well-made men, 
Altho' we were nae bonny ; _ 
And we were a' put down for ane, 
A fair young wanton lady. 


2 


C2 ( — 


Ol CurRoN, 


E. 


LD Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles, 


P11 tell — young gentleman, what the faces 
I 3s: 


O 


You, my = muſt go 
(The gods will have it ſo) 


To the ſiege of Troy ; 
Thence never to return to Greece again, 
But before thoſe walls to be ſlain. 


II. 


Let not your noble courage be caſt down, 

But all the while you ly before the town, 

Drink and drive care away, drink and be merry; 
You'll ne'er go the ſooner to the ſtygian ferry. 


Bottle 
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Bottle and Friend. 


, 

0 M up all the delights 
& 3 This world does produce, 
Je darling allurements 

Now chiefly in uſe, 
You'll find, if compar'd, 

There's none can contend 
With the ſolid enjoyments 

Of a bottle and friend. 


IT. 
For honour, for wealth, 
For beauty may waſte ; 
Theſe joys often fade, 
And rarely do laſt ; 
They're ſo hard to attain, 
And ſo eaſily loſt, 
That the pleaſure ne'er anſwers 
The trouble and coſt. | 
BL. 
None but wine and true friendſhip 
Are ny and ſure, | 
From jealouſy free, 1 
And from envy ſecure 1 
Then fill all the glaſſes | "* 
Until they run o'er, 1 
A friend and good wine IG 1 
Are the charms we adore. 


1 i 
Dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie, = 
: 1 
Tune, Yellow-bair'd Laddie. 1 
| I. 
N Whitſunday morning 
[ went to the fair, 


My yellow hair'd laddie 
Was ſelling his ware; 


8 — . 
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He gied me fic a blyth blink 
With his bonny black eye, 
And a dear blink, and a fair blink 
It was unto me. 
5 * 7 
I wiſt not what ail'd me 
When my laddie came in, 
The little wee ſtarnies 
Flew ay frae my een ; 
And the ſweat it dropt down 
Frae my very eye-brie, 
And my heart play*d ay 
Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie, 


III. 


J wilt not what ail'd me, 
When I went to my bed, 
J tofled and tumbled, 
And ſleep frae me fled. 
Now its ſleeping and waking 
He 1s ay in my eye, 
And my heart play'd ay 
Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie. 


af 


RoGER and DOLLY. 


S Dolly was milking of the cows, . 
Young Roger came tripping it over the plain, 

And made unto her moſt delicate bows, 

And then he went tripping it back again. 

My pretty ſweet Roger, come back again, 

My pretty ſweet Roger, come back again 

For it is your company that I do lack, 

Or elſe my poor heart will burſt in twain. 

I winna come back, nor I canna come back ; 

1 wonot, I cannot; no, no, not I: 

And if *tis my company that you do lack, 

You may lack it until the laſt day you die. 


Oh! 


(431 ) 
Oh ! do you not mind the curds and cream, 
And many a bottle of good March beer, 
When you was going along with your team ? 
And then it was Dollb my own ſweet dear. | 
But I winna come back, nor I canna come back, c. 


—_— 
— — — n 


The Invocation. 


I. 


E powers that o'er mankind preſide, 
* And pity human woes, 

Aly ſteps to ſome retirement guide, 
That no diſturbance knows. 

Ye prwvers, &C. | 


4 


II. 


T here let my ſoul forget her pain, 1 
Reſtor'd to bleſsful peace again; 

Nor e'er reſign the calm retreat, 

To feel the ſorrows of the great, 

Ta feel the ſorrows of the great. 


— 


— „6 — A — 


The Virgin's Choice, 
I. | 
IRGINS, if e'er at laſt it prove 
My deſtiny to be in love, 
Pray wiſh me this good fate : | 
May wit and prudence be my guide, 


And may a little decent pride 
My actions regulate, 


IL: 


Tf e'er I an amour commence, 
May it be with a man of ſenſe, 
And learned education ; 
May all his courtſhip eaſy be, 
Neither too formal, nor to free, 


But wiſely ſhew his paſſion. 


— — "I 
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III. 

May his eſtate be like to mine, 
That nothing look like a deſign 

To bring us into ſorrow. 5 
Grent me but this that I have ſaid, 
And willingly P11 live a maid 

No longer than to-morrow. 


Still he's the Man. 


I. | 
H A T woman cou'd do, I have try d to be free; 
ö Yet do all I can, > 
I find I love him, and tho' he flies me, 
Still, fall, he's the man. 
They tell me at once, he to twenty will ſwear : 
When vows are ſo ſweet, who the falſhood can fear? 
So, when you have ſaid all you can, 
385 Still — ſtill he's the man. 
II. 


I caught him once making love to a maid, 
When to him I ran, 
He turn'd, and he kiſs'd me, then who cou'd upbraid 
So civil a man ? | 
The next day I found to a third he was kind, 
1 rated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind ; 
So let me do what I can, 
Still — ſtill he's the man. 
IIT. 


All the world bids me beware of his art: 
Ido what I can; 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my heart, 
| I doubt he's the man ! 
So ſweet are his kiſſes, his looks are ſo kind, 
He may have his faults, but if none I can find, 
Who can do-more than they can, 
| He - Kill is the Mag. 


a 


An 
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An old Catch. 


OW God be wi” old Symor, 
For he made cans to many a one, 
And a good old man was he-; 
And Fenkin was his journeyman, 
And he cou'd tipple off ev'ry can 
And thus he ſaid to me: 
To whom drink you, Sir knave, 
Turn the timber like the lave 
Ho! jolly Fenn, 
I ſpy a knave in drinking; 
Come, troll the bowl to me. 


WET ——— 
H——— 


The Cobler's Merits. 1! 

| Tune, Charming SALLY. 

F all the trades from eaſt to weft, ö 
! 


The cobler's, paſt contending, 

Js like in time to prove the beſt, 
Which every day is mending. N 
How great his praiſe who can amend | iþ 
The foals of all his neighbours, if 
Nor is unmindful of his end, | 
But to his laſt he labours, 


1 


The Cobler's Happineſs, 


Tune, Come let us prepare. 


I. 
E T matters of itate, 
Diſquiet the great, 

The cobler has nought to perplex him ; 

Has nought but his wife 

To ruffle his life, 
And her he can trap, if he vex him. 

U 


Hes 
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IT. 
He's out of the pow'r 
Of Fortune, that whore, 
Since low as can be, ſhe has thruſt him; 
From duns he's ſecure, 
For being ſo poor, 
There's none to be found that wil truſt him. 


ik. a "IS OE "II —— 8 8 
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The e Support. 


'Tune, The milking-pail. 


Hate the coward tribes, 

Who, by mean ſneaking bribes, 
By tricks and diſguiſe, 
By flattery and lies, 

To power and grandeur riſe. 
Like heroes of old, 
Be ſtill greatly bold; 

Let the {word your cauſe ſupport; 
Never learn to fawn, 
And never be drawn 
Your truth to pawa 
Among the ſpawn 

Who practice the frauds of courts. 


_ * — 
_ OI 


Self, the prime Mover, 
Tune, Hunt the Squirrel. 


HE world is always jarring, 
This is purſuing | 
T' other man's ruin; 
Friends with friends are warring 
In a falſe cownrdly Way. 
Spurr'd on by emulations, 
Tongues are engaging, 
Calumny raging, 
Murthers Reputations, 


Envy keeps up the fray, 


'Thus, 
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Thus, with burning heat, 

Each returning hate 

Wounds and robs his friends 
In civil life ; 


Even man and wife 
Squabble for ſeliſh ends. 


The ſpotleſs Virgin. 
Tune, My &ary, if thou die. 
P Un F as the new-fallen ſnow appears 


The ſpotleis virgin's fame, 
Enſully'd white her boſom bears 
As fair her form and fame; 
But when he's ſoil'd, her luttre greets 
The admiring eye no more; 


She ſinks to mud, defiles the ſtreets, 
And ſwells tha common ſhore, 


The Worth of Wine. 
Tune, Let's be jovial. 
J. 
2 IS wine that clears the underſtanding, 
Makes men learn'd withoutten books ; 3 
It hts the general for commanding, 
And gives ſogers kercer Iooks. 
FEith a fa, la, 7 la, &c. 
. 
*T is wine that gives a life to lovers, 
Heightens beauties of the {air 3 
Truth from ſalſhood it diſcovers, 
Quickens joys, and conquers care. 
With a fa, la, hs. la, &C. 
III. 
Wine will ſet our ſouls on fire, 
Fit us for all glorious things; 
When rais'd by Bacchus we aipire 
At flights above the reach of Kings. 
Fith a fa, la, la, la, &c. 


— 


2 Bring 
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Bring in bonny magnums plenty, 
Be each glaſs a bumper crown'd; 
None to flinch till they be empty, 
And full fifty toaſts gone round. 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 


ee te. * „* * P — 


—  — tl. il... nn Er nn WOE 


Woman compar'd to China. 
Tune, Pils and Lillies. 
J. 
Woman's ware, like china, 
wr Now cheap, now dear is bought 
13 When whole, tho' worth a guinea, 


When broke's not worth a groa® ; ; 
Whes broke, Kc. 


1 


II. 
A woman at St. 8 
With hundreds you obtain; 
But ſtay till loſt her fame is, 
She'll be cheap in — 
Shell be cheap, &c. 


r 4 K 4 
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== Slow Men of 2 


1 I. 
22, | HERE were three lads in our town, 
„ Slow men of London; 
3 They courted a widow was bonny and brown; 
Yet they left her undone. 
II. 
They often taſted this widow's chear, 
Slow men of London; 
Yet the widow was never the near, 
For itill they left her undone. 
III. 
They went to work without their tools, 
How men of London; 
The widow ſhe ſent them away like fools, 
Becauſe they leſt her undone, 


Blow 
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Blow ye winds, and come down rain, 
Slow men of London; 

They never ſhall woo this widow again, 
Becauſe they left her undone. 


: 1 
— — — — 


———— - 


Follow your Leaders, 1 


To the foregoing Tune. 


H E manners of the great affect; 
Stint not your pleaſure : 
If conſcience had their genius checkt, 
How got they treaſure? | 
The more in debt, un in debt the more, 
__ Careleſs who is undone ; 
Morals and honeſty leave to the poor, 
As they do. at London. | 


23 


lk 
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The Pimp and Politician Parallels. 
Tune, *Twas within 4 Furlong of Edinburgh Town, 


N pimps and politicians 
The genius is the ſame ; 

Both raiſe their own conditions 

On others guilt and ſhame : 
With a tongue well tipt with lies 
Each the want of parts ſupplies, 
And with a heart that's all diſguiſe 

Keeps his ſchemes unknown. 
Seducing as the devil, | 

They play the tempter's part, 
And have, when moſt they're civil, 

Moſt miſchief in their heart. 
Each a ſecret commerce drives, 
Firſt corrupts and then connives, 
And by his neighbour's vices thrives, 

For they are all his own. 


W 3 PxiLANDER 
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And own Philander's lays are ſweet. 
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PHILANDE R and Ano nk . 


J. 
FX 7 HE N gay Ppilander fell a prize 
To Amoretta's conquering eyes, 
He took his pipe, he fought the plain, 
Regardleſs of his growing pain; 
And reſolutely bent to wreſt 
The bearded arrow from his breaſt. 


IT. 


Come, gentle gales, the ſhepherd cry'd, 
Be C»pid and his bow defy'd ; 

But, as the gales obſequious flew, 

With flow'ry ſcents and ſpicy dew, 

He did unknowingly repeat, 

The breath of Amoret is feet. 


: IIL 
His pipe again the ſhepherd try'd, 
And warb'ling nightingales reply'd 3. 
Their ſounds in rival meaſures move, 
And meeting echoes charm the grove : 
3is thoughts that rov'd again repeat, 
The waice of Amoret is fexcet, 

IV. 

Since every fair and lovely view 
The thoughts of met renew, 
From flow'ry lawn and ſhady green 
To proſpect gloomy change the ſcene : 
Sad change for him! for ſighing there, 
He thought of lovers in deſpair. 


. 


Convinc'd, the ſad Philander cries, 
Now, cruel God, aſſert thy prize, 
For love its fatal empire gains; 

Yet grant, in pity to my pains, 

Theſe lines the nymph may oft repeat, 


- 
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The WIT and the BE AU. 


Tune, Bright Aux ELIA. 
I. 
IT H every grace young Strephon caole 
Eis perſon to adorn, 
That by the beauties of his face 
In Sy Jvia's love he might find place, 
And wonder'd at her fcorn. 
II. 
With bows and ſmiles he did his part, 
But oh ! 'twas all in vain; 
A youth leſs fine, a youth of art, 
Had talk'd himſelf into her heart, 
And would not out again. 
mL: 
With change of Habits Strephon prels'd, 
And urg'd her to admire ; 
His Lowe alone the other dreſs'd, 
As verſe or proſe became it beſt, 
And mov'd her ſoft deſire. 
| IV. 
This found, his courtſhip Strethon ends, 
Or ma kes it to his glaſs; 
There in Himel, now ſeeks amends, 
Convinc'd, that where a Mit pretends 
A . iS but an Aſs. 


tt. ye et 8 —— 
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"The Nut 7 . 
Tune, Fellow Stockings. 
ID 
L EY! my Kitten, a Kitten, 
Hey ! my kitten, a deary; 
Such a ſweet pett as this 
Is neither far nor neary: 
Here we go up, up, up; 
Here we go down, down, downy ; 


Here we go backwards and forwards, 
And here WC go round, round, roundy. 


": 
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Chicky, 
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II. 


Chicky, cockow, my lilly cock ; 
See, ſee, ſic a downy ; 
Gallop a trot, trot, trot, 


And hey for Dublin towny. 


This pig went to the market. 
Squeek mouſe, mouſe, mouly 3 
Shoe, ſhoe, ſhoe the wild colt, 
And hear thy own dol douſy. 


III. 
Where was a jewel and petty, 


Where was a ſugar and ſpicy; 


Huſh a baba in a cradle, 

And we'll go abroad in a tricy. 
Did-a papa torment it ? 

Did-e vex his own baby? did ? 
Huſh a baba in a boſie; 

Take ous own ſucky : did-e ? 


IV. 


Goodmorrow, a pudding is broke 3 
Slavers a thread o' cryſtal. 
Now the ſweet poſſet comes up; 
Who ſaid my child was piſs'd all ? 
Come water my chickens, come clock. _ 
Leave off, or he'll crawl you, he'll crawl you; 
Come, gie me your hand, and T'Il beat him: 
Wha was it vexcd my baby? 


i V. 

Where was a laugh and a craw? 
Where was, was, Was a gigling honey; 
Goody, good child ſhall be fed, 

But naughty child ſhall get nony. 

Get ye gone raw-head and bloody-bones, 
Here is a child that won't fear ye. 

Come, piſſy, piſſy, my jewel, 

And ik, ik ay, my deary. 


The 
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The Magpye. 


J. 


OOD people, draw near, 
A ſtory ye's hear, 
A ſtory both pleaſant and true; 
Which happened of late, 
And's not out of date ; 
I am going to tell it to you. 
II. 
It was of an old cobler, 
Who ſoal'd ſhoes at Dabler, 
And lov'd to drink the juice of good barley ; 
And then with his wife, 
As dear as his life, | 
When drunk he lov'd for to parley, 


| III. 
This cobler, they ſay, 
Being drunk on a day, 
His wife ſhe did murmur and chat ; 
This cobler, they ſay, 
Did thraſh her that day, 
And cry'd, what a pox wad ye be at ? 


IV. 
He had a magpye 
That was very ly, 
And uſed for to murmur and chat; 
Who ſoon got the tone, 
Before it was long, 
Of, what a pox wad ye be at? 
. 


And this magpye, 
Who was ſo very fly, 
He into a meeting-houſe gat; 
And as the old parſon 
Was canting his leſſon, 
Cry'd, what a pox wad ye be at? 
5 
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VI 


'The parſon, ſurpris'd, 
Did lift up his eyes : 
Now help us, pray, Father, in need ; 
For Satan 1 tear 
Does viſit us here 
So help us, pray, Father, with ſpeed. 
„ 
The parſon again 
Began to explain 
To thoſe around him that ſat ; 
But Magie indeed 
Flew over his head, 
And cry'd, what a pox wad ye be at? 


VIII. 


Then the par ſon did skip, 
Five yards at a leap, 
From his pulpit quite down to the floor; 
And left every ſaint, 
Quite ready to faint, 
Leaping out of the meeting-houſe door. 
| IX. | 
Then ſome without hats, 
And ſome without hoods, 
Tnen out of the meeting-houſe gat; 
And Magie happ'd after, 
Which cauſed much laughter, 
Crying, What a pox wad ye be at? 
| A 
Then a ſanctify'd ſoul, 
Who thought to controul, 
Look'd Magie quite full in the face, 
Said, Satan, how dare 
You thus to appear 
In this our ſanctify'd place? 
— 
But Magie he pranc'd, 
He skip'd and he danc'd, 
And out of the meeting-houſe gat; 


And 
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And all the way long, 


He kept up his ſong, 
Of a, what a pox wad A be at ? 


—_— * 
— 1 — Ju n. Mo = 


= good Excuſe for Drinking. 


PBRAID me not, capricious fair, 
With drinking to exceſs ; 

I ſhould not want to drown deſpair, 
Were your indifference leſs. 

Love me, my dear, and you ſhall find, 
When this excuſe is gone, 

That all my bleſs, when Chlze's kind, 

1s fix'd on her alone. 

The god of wine the victory 
To beauty yields with joy; 

For Bacchus only drinks like me, 
When Ariadne's coy. 


— — 


3 "WO . 1 
_— — * „ 


Maſon Song. 


Tune, Leave off your fooliſh pra tting. 


J. 
E have no idle pratting, 
Of either Tig or Tory; 
Put ench agrees 
To live at eaſe, 
And ſing, or tell a Rory, 
CHORU 8. 
Fill to him to the brim; 
VLeit it round the table roll; 
The divine tells you, wine 
Chears the body and the foul. 
II. 
We will be men of pleaſure, 
Deſpiſing pride or party; 
Whilit knaves and fools 
Preſcribe us rules, 
We are ſincere and hearty, 


Fill to him, &C. U 6 
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HL 
If any are & fooliſh, 
To whin for courtiers favour, 
| We'll bind him o'er 
To drink no more 
Till he has a better ſavour. 
Fill to him, &c. 
TV. 


If an accepted maſon 

Should talk of high and low church, 
We'll ſet him down 

A ſhallow crown, 

And underſtanding no church. 

Fill to him, &c. 


\ 


Coll 


* 
The world is all in darkneſs ; 
About us they conjecture ; 
But little think 
A ſong and drink 
Succeeds the maſon's lecture. 
Fill to him, &c. 
VI. 


Then, landlord, bring a hogſhead, 
And in the corner place it; 
Till it rebound 
With hollow ſound 
Each maſon here ſhall face it. 
Fill to him, &C. 


— — 1 


The frugal Maid. 


* 
Am a poor maiden forſaken, 
Yet 1 bear a contented mind; 

I am a poor maiden forſaken, 

Yet I'll find another more kind: 
For altho' I be forſaken, 

Yet this 1 would have you to know, 
Ine'er was ſo ill provided, 

But I'd two 'r three ſtrings to my bow. 


L own 


J 
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II. 
T own that once I lov'd him, 
But his ſcorn I could never endure 3 
Nor yet to that height of perfection, 
For his flights to love him the more. 
I own he was very engaging, 
Yet this I would have you to know, 
I ne'er was fo ill provided, 
But I'd two'r three ſtrings to my bow. 
III. 
Ye maidens who hear of my ditty, 
And are unto loving inclin'd, 
Mens minds they are ſubject to changing, 
And wavering like the wind ; 
Each object creates a new fancy: 
Then this I would have you to do; 
Be eaſy and free, take pattern by me, 
And keep two'r three ftrings to your bow. 


556 


DAMO N's Picture of CE LI A. 


Tune, Down the burn DAvIE. 
I 


A SSIST your vot'ry, friendly nine, 


Inſpire becoming lays; 
Caute Celia's matchleſs beauty ſhine, 
Till heaven and earth ſhall blaze. 
She's pleaſant as returning light, 
Sweet as the morning ray, 
When Phebus quells the ſhades of night, 
And brings the chearful day. 
| * 
Her graceful forehead's wondrous fair, 
As pureſt air ſerene; 
No gloomy paſſion riſing there, 
O'ercaſt the peaceful ſcene: 
Her (mall bright eye-brows finely bend, 


Tranſport darts from her eyes; 


The f parkling diamond they tranſcend, 
Or ſtars which gem the skies. _ Ariſing 
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A riſing bluſh of heaven'y dy 
O'er her fair cheek ſtill glows 3 . 
Her ſhining locks in ringlets ly, 
Well ſhap'd and ſiz'd her noſe; 
Her ſmiling lips are lovely red, 
Like roſes newly blown; 
Her iv'ry teeth (for moſt part hid) 
You'd wiſh for ever ſnown. 
IV. 
Her ſnowy neck and breaſts like glaſs, 
Or poliſh'd marble ſmooth, 
That nymph's in beauty far ſurpaſs 
Who fir'd the 27% an youth; 
Her ſlender waiſt, white arm and hand, 
Juſt ſymmetry does grace: 


What's hid from theſe (if you demand) 
Let lively fancy trace. 


V. 
A ſprightly and angelick mind 
Reigns in this comely frame, 
With decent eaſe acts unconſin'd, 
Inſpires the whole like flame; 
Minerva or Diana's fiate, 
With Venus ſoftneſs join'd, 
Proclaim ber goddeſs, meant by fate, 
Love's rightful queen deſign'd. 
VI, 
Good gods! what raptures fire my ſoul ! 
How flutters my fond heart ! 
When tender glances art controul, 
And love ſuppreſs'd impart. 
Propitious pow'rs, make Celia mine, 
Complete my dawning bleſs ; 
At monarch's pomp I'll not repine, 


Nor grudge their happineſs. 


The 


(447) 


The new Light. 


| . 

N ELIA, now my heart hath broke 

: A The bond of your ungentle yoke, . 
Diſlolv'd the fetter of that chain 
By which 1 ſtrove fo long in vain: 

May I be {lighted if I e'er 
Am caught again within your ſnare, | 
Am caught, &C. 

| IT. 

In vain you ſpread your treach'rous net, 

In vain your wily ſnares are ſet ; 
The bird can now your arts eſpy, 
And, arm'd with caution, from them fly: 
Some heedleſs ſwain your prey may be, 
But faith you're too well known to me, 
But faith, &C. 

III. 

I with contempt can now deſpiſe 
The treach'rous follies of your eyes, 
And with contempt can {it and hear 
You prattle nonſenſe half a year, 

And go away as little mov'd 
As you was lately when I lov'd, 
As you was, &C. 

IV. 

I wonder what the plague 1t was 
Made me ſuch a ſtupid ats, 

T'o fancy ſuch a noble grace 
In your language, mein and face, 
Were now nothing more can find 
Than what I ſee in all your kind, 
Than what, &C. 

v. 

Thus when the drouſy god of ſleep, 
Upon our wearied fancies creep, 

Some headleſs peace of image riſe, 
By fancies form'd delude our eyes; 
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But ſoon as e'er the god of day 
Appears, they faint and die away, 
Appears, they, &C. | 


——_ 


The Fickle fix d. 
I. 
Y love was fickle once and changing, 
Nor e'er would ſettle in my heart ; 
From beauty ſtill to beauty ranging, 
In ev'ry face I found a dart. 
II. 
T was firit a charming ſhape enſlav'd me, 
An eye then gave the fatal ſtroke, 
Till by her wit Corinna ſav'd me, 
And all my former fetters broke. 


III. 
But now a long and laſting anguiſh 
For Belvidera | endure; . 
Hourly I figh, and hourly languiſh; 
Nor hope to find the wonted cure. 


IV. 

For here the falſe unconſtant lover, 
After a thouſand beauties ſhown, 
Does new ſurpriſing charms diſcover, 

And finds variety in one. 


The End of the Fourth Volune. 
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SCOTS Words 


„ a 
Abeit, albert. 
Aboon, above. 


A 


Ae, one. 

Aff, of 

Aften, often. 
Aik, oak. 

Ain, own. 

Aith, oath. 

Air, early. 

Ajee, aſide. 
Alane, alone. 
Amaiſt, almoſt. 
Ambry, cupboard. 
Ane, - 
Anither, another. 
Awa, away. 
Auld, old. 
Ayont, beyond. 


| B. 
A*, ball. 

Baith, both. 

Bane, bone. 


Bannocks, vat-bread, 
Baps, roll-bread. 


Bawm, balm. 


Bauk, baulk, 
Bedralls, beedles. 


Beet, to help or repair. 


Bend, to drink. 

Benniſon, Sleſſing. 

Bent, the open fields. 

Bewith, ſomewhat in 
the mean time, 

Birks, birch, 

Bigg, build, 

Billy, brother. 

Bindging, becking, bend- 

ing. 

Blate, ba/hful. 

Blaw, blow. 

Bleeze, blaze. 

Blink, glance of the eye. 

Bluter, blunder, 

Bode, predict. 

Bodin, /tored. 

Bot or But, without. 

Bougils, 


Bountith, a gratuity. 


Bowrt, Bolt. 

Brachen, a fortof broth. 
Brae, r:/ing ground. 
Brankit, prim'd up. 


Braid, bread. 
Brander, a gridiron. 
Braw, fincly dre 


roach, a buckle. 

Brack, broken parts, or 
refuſe. 

Brow, the forehead. 

Bruik, to love or enjoy. 

Bught, Heep-fold. 

Burniſt, poliſbed. 

Burn, a rivulet, 

Busk, to deck. 

But nd ben, be out and 
be in. 

Byer, a cow-houſe, 


. 
A', call. 
Cadgie, chear ful. 
Caff, calf. Id. chaff. 
Canna, cannot. 
' Canker'd, angry. 
Canny, cautious, lucky, 
Carlines, old women. Id. 
biil'd peaſe. 
Cauld, cold. 
auer, cool, freſh. 
Cawk, Tall. 


fection. 


EXPLANATION / 
Bougils, ſcrnding horns, © 


Creel, 


Clag, Failing or imper- 


Clat, a rake. 

Claiths, cloaths. 

Claſhes, fittle rattle. 

Clock, a beetle. 

Cockernony, the hair 
bound up. 

Cod, a pillow. 

Coft, bought, 

Cogg, a weoden diſh. 

Coot, a blackhead. 

Coots, joint of the an- 
cle, | 

Courchea or Curtchea, 
a handkerchief. 

Crack, to boaſt, 

basket or ham- 
Per. 

Crocks, lean ſheep. 

Croft, corn-land. 

Crouſe, brish, bold. 

Crowdy-mowdy, a ſort 
of gruel, 

Crummy, a 
name, 

Cunzie, coin. 


Cow's 


Da#tis, folly, 


Wantonnejs. 
Daft, mad, Path, 
Dawrt, fondle, careſs. 
Dizhr, to. wipe, 
Dinna, do not. 
Ding, beat. 
Dool, trouble. 


Doſend, frozen, cold. 
Dorty, 


the SCOTS WorDs. 


Dorty, haughty. 
Dow, can. Id. dove. 
Downa, cannot. 
Dowf, ſpirztleſs. 
Doughtna, could not. 
Dowy, weary, lonely. 
Drant, t ſpeak ftw. - 
ramock, cold gruel. 
Drap, drop. 
Dwining, decaying. 
Dunting, beating. 
Dulce and tangle, ſea- 
plants. 


Durk, a degger, 


. 

ARD, earth, 
Een, eyes. 

Eild, age. 

Eith, eaſy. 

Elding, ferwel, 

Eem, ccuſin. 

Ettle, aim. 

Ey dent, diligent, 


8 F a 
A, . 
Fadge, a coarſe ſort 
of roll: bread. 
Fae, . 
Fand, found, 
Fangle, Newfangle, 


fend of what's new, 
Farles, thin oat-cakes, 
Faſh, trouble. 
Fauſe, fa/e. 


Faut, fault. 


Fee, wages. 

Feirs, brothers. 

Fendy, active, * 
#r100s, | 

Fenzie, fain. 

Ferley, wonder. 

Fey, attended by a fa- 
tality, 

Flee, fy. 

Flouks, flounders, 

Flyte, to ſcold, 

Fog, moſs. 


Fore, to the fore, in · 


being, or laſting, 


Fouth, plenty. 


F rae, from. 
Fraiſing, babling with 
a fooliſh wonder. 
Fou or fu', full. 
. 
AB, the month, 
Gabocks, large 
mouthfuls, 
Gaberlunzie, a wallet 
that hangson the [ide 
er lain. 
Gae, gave. Id, go. 
Gane, gone. 
Gar, mate or cauſe. 
Gawly, jolly, large. 
Gate, Way. 
Gawn, going. 
Gawd, gall'd. Id. goad. 
Gaw ky, empty, foolifh. 
Gaunt, 


57, 


EXPLANATION 


Gant, to yawn. 
Geck, to flout and jeer. 
Genty, /mall and neat, 
Gin and gif, if. 


Glaive, @ ſword. 


Glakit, idle and rom- 


2 

Glee, joy. 

Gleed, /quinting. 

Gleen, a hollow be- 
tween hills, 

Gloyd, anold horſe, 

Glowr, to flare. 

Gowhk, the cuckow, Id. 
a fool. 

 Gowping, handful. 

Graip, to grope. Id. a 
trident fork for dung. 

Graith, accutrements, 

Grots, inn'd oats. 

Gutcher, grand. father. 


H. 
A', Hall. 
Hae, have. 

Haf, half. 

Hagies, a boiyPd pud- 
ding made of a ſheep's 
pluck, minced with 
ſewet. - 

Halucket, light-head- 
ed, whimſical, 

Hale, whole. 

 Haly, Hoh. 

Hame, home. 


Hames and brechoms, 
wore about the neck of 
a cart. horſe. 

Hawſe, embrace. 

Heeze, to lift. 

Hecht, promiſed. 

Heugh, any /teep place. 

Hodle, to waddle in 
walking. | 

Hoden, coarſe cloath. 

Hows, hollows. 

Howms, vallies on ri- 


ver ſides. 


I. 
EE, to jee back and 
again, the motion of 
a balance. 


Ill-fard, :/I-favoured, or 


ugly. 
Ilka, each. 


Ilka, every. 


Ingle, fire. 

Jo, ſweet-heart. 
Jouk, to bow. | 
Irk, weary, or tired. 
Irie, afraid of ghoſts. 
Iſhogles, Icicles. 
Ife, LHall. 


Ither, other. 


K. 
AIRN, or Cairn, 
heaps of monumen- 
tal ſtones. 


Kail, 


Kail, coleworts. Id. broth 
Kame, comb. 
Kebuck, a cheeſe. 
Keek, peep. | 
Ken, #now. 

Kepp, to catch. 
Kilted, tuck'd up. 
Kirn, chirn. 
Kimmer, a ſhe goſſip. 
Kirtle, upper-petticoat. 
Kurch, e, handkerchief. 


L. 
AG, to fall behind, 
1 Laigh, loro. 
Lane, own /elf. 
Laith, /oth. 
Lapperd, curdled. 
Law, low. 
Lawty, juſtice. 
Lave, the reſt. 
Lee, fallow ground. 
Leeſome, lovely. 
Leeze me, a phraſe uſed 
when one loves or 18 
pleaſed with a perſon, 
Leil, exact. 
Leugh, laughed. 
Lib, to geld. 


2 a tune. 


Linkan, to move quickly. 


Loor, rather, 
Loos, loves. 


Loun, a fly wencher, 
Lout, to bow: 


Lowan, flaming. 


£ SCOTS Words. 


Lown, calm 

Lucken, gathered to- 
gether, or cloſe join d 
to one another, 


Lyart, hoary, or grey. 


M. 
AI K, a mate, 
Mair, more. 
Maiſt, moſt, 
Makſna, it matters wot. 
Mane, moan, 
March, I:mits or border 
of grounds. 
Marrow, match. 
Maun, mu/t, 
Mawking, a hare. 
Mavis, the thruſb. 
Mei ikle or Muckle, much 


Meiſe, move. 


 Mends, revenge. 


Menſe, manners, Id. ts 
decorate, 

Menzie, @ company or 
retinue. 


Milly, a ſearch for 
milk, 


Mint, attempt. 
Minny, mother. 
Mirk, dark. 
Mons-meg » @ very 
large iron cannon itt 
the caſte of Edin- 
burgh, capable of hol» 
d.ng two people. 
Mou, mouth, 
Moup, 


Moup, to eat as want- 

ing teeth, 

Mouter, the miller”s toll. 

Muck, dung. 

Mutchbs, liunen Gael 
or hoods. 


N. 
A', and Nae, uo, 
£2770, 
Nane, none. 
Nees, 10ſ/e. 
Neiſt, next. 
Nither, farve or pinch, 
Nowther, neither. 


Y. 
E, grand-child. 
Ony, any. 
Owrly, a cravat, 
Owlſen, oxen. 
Oxter, arm:-pit. 


E. 

ANTREY, @ but- 
teh. - 
Partans, crab-fi/h. 
Pat, put. 
Pawky, cunning, 
Paunches, #r2pe. 
Peat- pot, peat coal-pit. 
Pibroch, a Highland tune 
Pickle, a ſmall ſhare. 
Pig, earthen pot. 
Pillar, tool of repen- 


due. 


EXPLANATION &# 


Pine, parn. 

Pith, /trength. 

Plet, to fold. Id. twiſt, 

Poortith, poverty. 

Pou, or Pu, pull. 

Powſowdy, ram- head 
ſoup. 

Prig, Haggle. 

Prive, to prove or taſte. 


| R. 

AIR, roar. 
Raſhes, ruſhes. 
Red.up, put in onder. 
Renzie, rein. | 
Rever, robber. 
Rifarts, radi/bes. 
Rife, plenty. 


Riggs, ridges. 


' Row, roll. 


Rowth, wealth. 
Rude, croſs. 
Runkled, wrinkled. 
Rung, a club. 


Ruſe or rooſe, to praiſe, 


8 
AE, o. 
4 ſoft. 
Sair, ſore. 
Sawt, ſalt. 
Seim, appearance, 
Sell, elf. 
Sey, try. 
Shanna, Hall not. 


Shangy- 
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Shangy-mouth'd or ſhe- 
vil-gabit, the mouth 
much ta one fide. 

Sharn, cow-dung. 

Shaw, ſhow. Id, a vo- 
dy bank. 

Shoo, a /hze. 

Shoon, /h2cs. 

Shore, to threaten. 

Shire, thin, 

A ſhire lick, a ſmart 
e119W, 

Sic or Sick, ſuch. 

Sican, ſuch au one. 

Sin or Syne, ſence. 

Sindle, ſeldom. 

Sinſyne, /ince that time. 

Skair, ſpare. 

Skaith, harm, loſs. 

Skink, /troag ſoup. 

Sma', /mall, 

Snack, ſmart. 

Snaw, ſnow. 

Sneiſt, to ſnarl. 

Sniſhing, u. 

Snood, a head-band,. 

Snug, convenient, neat. 

Sodden, bald. 

Sonſy, fortunate, jolly. 

Sowens, a #1nd of ſoww- 
er'd gruel, boiPd lite 
paſte, ns 

Soum, of ſheep 2.0, 

Spake, ſpoke. 

Speer, to as“. 

Sr dryd white- 


Stane, one. 
Starns, /tars. 
Steek, /but. 
Stend, talk haſtily. | 
Stirk, a young bullock, 
Stoup, @ Prop. 

Strae, /iraw. 
Streek, /fretch, | 
Stenzie, 0 flain. | 
Swats, /mall ale. | 
Sweer, unwilling, lazy. 
Swither, in doubt. 

Sey bows, Young onions. 
Syne, then. 
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wr T. 
AE, toe. 
Tald, told. 
Taiken, faken. 
Tane, taken, Id. the 
one. 
Tap, top. E- 
Tauk, talk. ; 


'T hae, zhoſe. 


Tent, notice. 

Theyſe, they ſhall. 

'T hole, to ſuffer. 

'T howleſs, ſprritleſs. 
Thud, noe of a /troxe. 
Tine, Joſe. 

Tint, /z. 

Titter, rather. 
Tocher, dowry. 
Tooly, fight, contend, 
Todlen, à rolling ſhort 


2 


Touzle, 


rn 
* * 


EXPLANATI ON, &c, 


Touzle, to rufe. 
Trig, neat. 

T row, believe. 
Triſte, appointment. 
Twin, to part from. 


AD, world. 

Wae, 1voe. 
Wale, to chuſe the choice. 
Waen, child. 


Wallowit, faded or 20 
 thered. 
Wan, pale. Id. Won. 


Walop, gallop. 

Wame, womb, belly. 

Ware, beſtow. 

War, worſe. 

Wat, know. 

Waws, walls. 

Wawk, walk. Id. wake. 

Wawkrife, not inclined 
to /tee 

were hem in, 

Wee, little. 

Weind, thought. 

Weirs, Wars. 

W ha, who. 


Wang, a large cut. 


Whatrecks, what mad 
ters it. 
Whilk, 2bbich. 
Whinging, whining, 
Whiſht, Hold your peace. 
Whillywha, a cheat or 
3 
Wilks, periwinkles. 
Win, or Won, . dwel!, 
Winna, will not. 
Winſome, handſome. 
Wiſt, &nown. | 
Witherſhins, ta move 
contrary. | 
Woo, zoll. 
Wood, mad. 
Wood; „ a withy. 
Wow! wonderful ! Id. 
un ah / 
W ylie, cunning. 
Wyſon, the gullet. 
Wyre, to blame. 


Unco, very ſtrange. 


. a | Y. 
TAD, a mare. 
Yeſe, ye ſhall. 
Yern, deſire. 


Veſtreen, N 
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